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OBSERVATIONS. 



bry was originally written by tolUus, an old Lomlurd author, 
fioce by Chaucer* Po p s. 

'ope (after Dryden) informs us, that the ftory of Tr^Iia and 
aras originally the work of one LoUius, a Lombard; (of whom 
te fpeaks in Dan Barthelmewe Jus frft Trhanph : ** Since Xo/- 
Chaucer both, Ibzkc doubt upon that glofe,") but Dryden 

further. He declares it to have been written in Latin verfe^ 

Chaucer tranflated it. Ix>llius was a hiftoriographer of Ur* 
[taly. Shakfpeare received the greateft part of his materials 
hrufture of this play from the Troye Bole of Lydgate. Lyd- 

not much more than a traoflator of Guido oC Coluippna, who 
Meffina in SjcilVy stSkd wroit hi^^B^oryjifTrpv ity Latin, after 
Dretcnfis, and Dii*j3 ^rygnw^ in 1,287,^ On.rhefe, as Mr. 
obferves, he engrafted many new romantic inventions, which 
of his age didated, an'3Vhichi}i^ ^onne::ioh between Grecian 
hie fiftion eafily admit^ jr\^;; -thji ^qa<t *'ijAt comprehending 
an the Theban and Argonautic ^pries from, Ovid, Statius, and 
i Flaccus. Guido's ffmk yni&'jpuhV'Xf'ed at Cologne in i477» 
1^0: at Straiburgh, :i4S^, d:njl i^^/m, .1489. It appears to 
tn tranflated by Raoul le Fcure, at Cologne, into French, from 
^xton rendered it into Englifh in 1471, under the title of his 
» &c. fo that there mud have been yet fome earlier edition of 

performance than I have hitherto feen or heard, of, unlefs his 
nflator had recourfe to a manufcript. 

o of Columpna is referred to as an authority by our own chro- 
irafton. Chiucer had made the loves of Troilus and CreiTida 
, which very probably might have been Shakfi>eare's inducement 
heir fortune on the ftage. — Lydgate*s Troye Soke was printed 
fon, 1 5 13. In the books of the StationerB* company, anno 
s entered " A proper ballad, dialogue- wife, between Troilus and 
Again, Feb. 7, 1602 : " The boolce of Troilus and Crejiday 
aded by my Lo. Chamberlain's men." The firft of ihefc en- 
in the name of Edward White, the fecond in that of M. Roberts. 

A 2 A^i\v\% 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



Again, Tan. 2S9 1608, entered by Rich. Bonian and Hen. Whalleyy 
" A booke called the hiftory of Trotlus and Crejida:* Steevins. 

The entry in 1608-9 was made by the bookfellers for whom thi' 
play was publiftied in 1605. It was written, I conceive, in 1602. 

Malomb. 

Before this play of Troilus and Creffiday printed in 1 609, is a book- 
feller's preface, (howing that firft impre(Con to have been before the 
play had been a£ted, and that it was publiflied without Shakfpeare'i 
knowledge, from a copy that had fallen into the bookfeller's hands. 
Mr. Dryden thinks this one of the Brft of our author's plays : but| on 
the contrary, it may be judged, from the fore-mentioned preface, that, 
it was one of his laft; and the great number of obfervations. both moral 
and politick, with which this piece is crowded more than any other of 
his, feems to confirm my opinion. Pope. 

V7e may learn from this preface, that the original proprietors of 
Shakfpeare's plays thought it their intereft tp keep them unprintcd. 
The author of it adds, at the concluhon, thefe words : 1 hank for-' 
tune for the Tcape it hath made among you, (ince, by the grand poT- 
feiTors wills, I believe you (hould rather have prayed for chem, than 
have been prayed," &c. By the grand poffeJforSf 1 fuppofe, were meant 
Htming and Condell. It appears that the rival playhoufes at that time- 
made frequent depredaxicmson^one aiptW^ C9pies. In the InduAion 
to The Malff^fffHli :Kv^tc\C by*W«bi!cr,i JiOd 'augmented by Marfioo, 
1606, is the followrnif pafl&ge :V V . : 

** I wonder you 'would play it, another company having intereft in 

it." 

** Why not Malevak -in* fftViVwilh Us, as Jerommo in decimo fexto 
with them } Tbej^Krvlghf^us^iiaoii ibr lOur play; we call it One for 
amlher" V i I 

Again, T. He^w?K)d,"'in his prrface-to/TAr EngUJh Traveller ^ 1633 : 
Others of them are ftill retained in the hands of fomc aclors, who 
think it againft their peculiar profit to have them come in print." 

Stxevens. 

It appears, however, that frauds were pra£lifed by writers as well as 
;i£lors. It iVands on record againft Robert Greene, the author of Friar 
Sacon and Friar Bungay , and Orlando FurtoTof 1 5 94 and 1599, that 
he fold the laft of thefe pieces to two different theatres : " Matter 
R. G. would it not make you blufh, &c. if you fold not Orlando 
Furiofi to the Queen's players for twenty nobles, and when they were 
in the country, fold the fame play to the Lord Admiral's men for as 
much more } Was not this plain Coneycatcbing, M. G.V* Defence 
9f Coneycatching, 1592. 

This 
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V 



Th» oote was not merely inferred to expofe the ertfi auAarflap^ 
Imt to (how the price which was ancieotJy paid for the copy of a play, 
«kd to afcertain the name of the writer of Orlando Funoja^ which was 
not hitherto knowo. Greene appears to have been the firft poet in 
England who fold the fame piece to di£Ferent people. Foltaire is much 
bdicd, if he has not followed his example. Collins. 

Kotwithftanding what has been faid by a laie e£tor, [Mr. Capell^l 
1 hate a copy of the Jtr/l folio^ including Troilus and Cr^ffida, Indeed^ 
» I have juft now obferved, it was at firft either wdawwu or fargttlem. 
It does not however appear in the lift of the plays, and is thruft in 
ktvcen the hijhrles and the tragedies without any enumeration of the 
Kes; except, I think, on one leaf only. It differs entirely from the 
copy in the fxond folio, Farmxi. 

t 

I have confulted at leaft Hoenty co^es of the frji fdio^ and Tmlm 
miCrfffida is not wanting in any of them. Stbevkms. 



PREFACE to the quarto tMtm o/tHsplay^ 1609. 



_ A never writer, to an ever reader. Newes. 

Etereall reader, you have heere a new play, never fhl'd with th« 
Aage, never clapper-claw'd with the palmes of the vulgar, and yet 
paffing full of the palme coinicall ; for it is a birth of your [r. tkit] 
braine, that never under-tooke any thing commically vainely : and were 
but the vaine names of commedies changde for the titles ot commodities^ 
or of playes for pleas ; you ihould fee all thofe grand cenfors, that now 
ftile them fuch vanities, flock to them for the maine grace of their 
gravities : efpecially this authors commedies, that are fo fram'd to thv. 
life, that they fcrve for the moft common commentaries of all the 
a£lions of our lives, (hewing fuch a dexteritie and power of witte, that 
the moft difpleafed with playes, are pleasd with his commedies. And all 
fuch dull and heavy-witted worldlings, as were never capable of the witte 
of a commedie, comming by report of them to his reprefentations, have 
found that witte there, that they never found in thcm-felves, and have, 
parted better- wittied then they came : feeling an edge of witte fct upon themt 
more then ever they drearad they had braine to grind it on. So much 
and fuch favored fait of witte is in his commedies, that they feeme ffbr 
their height of plcafurc) to be borne in that fea that brought forth 
Venus. Amongll all there is none more witty than this : and had I 
time I would comment upon it, though I know it needs not, (for fo 
much as will make you thinke your tcfterne well beftowd) but for fo 
much worth, as even poore I know to be ftuft in it. It deferves fuch 
a labour, as well as the beft commedy in Terence or Plautus. And 
beleeve this, that when hee is gone, and his commedies out of fale, 
you will fcrambic for them, and fet up a new Englifh inquifition. 
Take this for a warning, and at the perill of your pleafures lofle, and 
judgements, lefufe not, nor like this the lelfe, for not being fullied 
with the fmoaky breath of the multitude ; but thanke fortune for the 
(cape it hath made amongft you : (ince by the grand pofleflbrs wills I 
believe you (hould have prayd for them [r. i/] rather then beene prayd. 
And fo I leave all fuch to bee prayd for (for the ftatcs of their wits 
bealths) that will not praife it. FaU, 



PROLOGUE. 



In Troy, there lies the fcene. From ifles of Greece 
The princes orgulous, their high blood chaf*dt 
Have to the port of Athens fent their fhips 
Fraught with the minifters and inftruments 
Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 
Pot forth toward Phrygia : and their vow it made^ 
To ran^k Troy ; within whofe ftrong immures 
The raviih^d Helen, Menelaiis* queen, 
IVitb wanton Paris fleeps $ And that^s the quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come ; 
And the deep-drawing (>ark8 do there difgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plaint 
The freih and yet unbruifed Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions : Priam's iix-gated city, 
Pardan, and 1 ynibria, I lias, Cbetas, Trojan, 
And Antemorides, with niaify ftaples. 
And correfponfive and fulfilling bolts, 
Spcrr up the fons of Troy. 
Now expe6Ution, tickling (kittifli fpirits. 
On one and other iide, Trojan and Greek, 
Sets all on hazard : — And hither am I come 
A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence 
Of author^s pen, or a6lor*s voice; but fuited 
In like conditions as our argument,^ 
To telj you, (air beholders, that our play 
Leaps o er the vaunt and firftlings of thott broilsa 
'Ginning in the middle ; ftarting thence away 
To what may be digefted in a play. 
Like, or find fault $ do as your pleafures are | 
^po^ or \i9d, 'tis but the chance of war. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



ijan Commanders. 



Priam, king of Troy i 
Hector, 
Troilus, 

Paris, ^ bis Sons. 

Deiphobus, 
Helenus, . 

iENEAS, -I ^^.^ 

Antenor, J 

Calchas, a Trojan /n^, taking part ivitb the Greeks. 
Pandarus, Uncle to Creflida. 
MARGARELONy a baftord fin ofVnzm. 

Agamemnon, tbeG recian General : 
Menelaus, bis brother. 
Achilles, ' 

AjAX, 

Ulysses, 
Nestor, 

DiOMEDBSi 

Patroclus, ^ 
Th e r sit e s, a deformed and fcurrilous Grecian. 
Alexander, fer^vant to Creflida. 

Servant to Ttq^Amsi Servant to Taiiti Servant to Diomedet, 

Helen, mnfe to Menelaus. 
Andromache, ivife to HeStor, 
Cassandra, daughter to Priam; a Propbetefs. 
Cressida, daughter to CHLchais, 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers^ and Attendants. 



> Grecian Commanders. 



SCENEf Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it. 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



Troy. Before FrmnCs, Paliue. 

j: Enter Troilus arm* J, and Pandarus. 
Troilus, 

CALL here ray varlet, 1*11 utiarm again : 
Why (hould I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find fuch cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is mafter of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas! hath none. 
Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended ? 
Tro, The Greeks are ftrong, and (kilful to their ftrcngtby 
Fierce to their fkill, and to their fiercenefs valiant j 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear. 
Tamer than deep, fonder than ignorance 5 
Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night. 
And (kHl-lefs as onpradlisM infancy. 

Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part, ril not meddle nor make no further. He, that will 
have a cake out of the wheat, muft tarry the grinding. 
,Tro. Have I not terry'd? 

Pan, Ayj the grinding 5 but you rauft tarry the bolting, 
^rfl. Have I not tarry M ? 

Pan, Ay, the bolting 5 but you muft tarry the leavening. 
• ' B Tro. 
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*2ro. Still have I tarry 'd. 

Pan, Ay, to the leavening ; but here's yet in the word 
—hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, the 
heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, you nnuft ftay 
tlie cooling too, or you may chance to burn your lips. 

Tro. Patience herfelf, what goddefs e'er Ihe be. 
Doth lefler blench at fufFerance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I fit } 
And when fair Creffid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor I— when (he comes ! When is (he thence ? 

Pan. Well,, ihe look'd yefternight fairer than ever I 
faw her look } or any woman elfe. 

Tro, I was about to tell thee, — When my heart. 
As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain } 
Left Heftor or my father (hould perceive me, 
I have (as when the fun doth light a ftorm,) 
Bury'd this figh in wrinkle of a fmile : 
But forrow, that is couch'd in fceming gladnefs, 
Is like that mirth fate turns to fudden fadnefs. 

Pan. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than He- 
len's, (well, go to,) there were no more comparifon be- 
tween the women, — But, for my part, ihe is my kinfwo- 
man ; I would not, as they term it, praife her, — But I 
would fomebody had heard her talk yefterday, as I did. 
I will not difpraife your fifter Calfandra's wit : but— 

Tro. O Pandarus I I tell thee, Pandarus,— 
When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drowned. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Creflid's love : Thou anfwer'il. She is fair } 
Pour'ft in the open ulcer df my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her. gait, her voice ; 
Handled in thy difcourfe, O, tha( her hand. 
In whofe comparifon all whites arc ink, 

Wr,itiiig 
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'^litiag t^ir own reproach ; To vdiofe {oh ieknre 
lie cygnet'^s down is barfli, and fpirit of fenfe 
ard as the palm of plougliinan i This thou tell^ft me^ 
Ls true thou teirft me, when I fay — I Jove her } 
»ut» faying, thus, iniead of oil and balm, 
rhou lay^ft in every gafli that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I fpeak no more than truth. 

Tro, Thou doil not fpeak ib much. 

Pan. '*Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as (he is t 
if ihe he fair, 'tis the better for her ; an (he be not, (he 
iias the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus 1. how now, Pandams ? 

Pan. I have bad my labour for my travel ; ill-thought 
on of her, and ill-thought on of you ; gone between and 
between, but fmall thanks for my labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, with me? 

Pan. Becaufe (be is kin to me, therefore (he's not fo 
^r as Helen i an (he were not kin to me, (he would be as 
hir on friday, as Helen is on funday. But what care I ? 
I care not, an (he were a black-a-moor j 'tis all one to 
me. 

Tro» Say I, (he is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a fool 
to ftay behind her father $ let her to the Greeks ; and fo 
I'll tell her, the next time I fee her: for my part, I'll 
meddle nor make no more in the matttr. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, fpeak no more to me ; I will leave all 
as I found it, and there an end. 

lExit PaNDARVS. An Alarm, 
B ft Tro. 
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Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamourt! peace, rude 
founds ! 

Foolt on both fides ! Helen muft needs be fair. 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument \ 
It is too ftarvM a fubjc6l for my fword. 
But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plague me ! 
I cannot come to Creflid, but by Pandar 5 
And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo, 
At ihe is ftubborn-chafte againft all fuit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love. 
What Creflid is, what Pandar, and what we ? 
Her bed is India } there (he lies, 9 pearl : 
Between our Ilium, and where (he refides. 
Let it be caird the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourfelf, the merchant ; and this failing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 



Alarum. Enter ^ n E A s . 

Mne, How now, prince Troilus ? wherefore not afield ? 

Tro, Becaufe not there j This woman's anfwer forts. 
For womanifh it is to be from thence. 
What news, .^eas, from the field to-day ? 

Mne, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

Tro. By whom, Mn^^} 

Mm, Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a fear to fcorn 5 
Paris it gor'd with Menelaus' horn. \^ Alarum. 

JEnt. Hark ! what good fport is out of town to-day! 

7ro. Better at home, if uoould 1 mighty were may. — 
But, to the fport abroad Are you bound thither ? 

JEne. 



Ja I. ^ TR0ILU8 AND CIISSIDA: 5 

JEne. In all fwift hafte. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 



SCENE II. 
Hje fame. A Street. 

£ir/^ Cressida offi Alexander. 

Cref, Who were thofc went by ? 

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cref, And whither go they ? 

Alex. Up to the eaftem tower> 

Whofe height commands as fubje^l all the vale, 
To fee the battle. Hector, whofe patience 
Is, as a virtue, fixM, to-day was mov'd : 
He chid Andromache, and ftruck his armourer; 
And, like as there were hu(bandry in war. 
Before the fun rofe, he was harncfsM light. 
And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it forefaw 
In Hcftor's wrath. 

Cref What was his caufe of anger ? 

Alex. The noifc goes, this : There is among the Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Heflor j 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cref Good 5 And what of him J 

Alex. They fay he is a very man per fe^ 
And ftands alone. 

Cref So do all men ; unlefs they are drunk, fick, or 
have no legs. 

/.hx. This mani lady, hath robb'd many beafts of their 
particular additions \ he is as valiant as the lion, churlilh 
B 3 at 
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as the bear, flow as the elephant : a man into whom na- . 
ture h^th fo crowded hunH>urs, that his valour is crulh^d . 
into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no ., 
man hath a virtue, that he hath not a glimpfe of j nor any , 
man an attaint, but he carries fome ftain of it ; he is me* 
lancholy without caufe, and merry againft the hair : He , 
hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing fo out of 
joint, that he is a gouty Briareus^ many hands and no 
ufe J or purblind Argus, all eyes and no fight. 

Cre/, But how fliould this man, that makes me fmile» 
make Hcftor angry ? 

jiUx, They fay, he yefterday coped Heftor in the bat- 
tle, and ftruck him down ; the difdain and (hame whereof 
hath ever iince kept HeAor fafting and waking. 

Pandarus. 

Cref, Who comes here ? 

Jlex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cref, He6\or's a gallant man. 

Alex, As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that ? what's that ? 

Cref. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, coufm Creffid : What do you talk 
of ? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How do you, coufm ? 
When were you at Ilium ? 

Cref, This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? Was 
Heflor arm'd» and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen 
was not up, was flie ? 

Cref, HeAor was gone; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E'en fo ; Hedlor was ftirring early. 

Cref. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pofi. Was he angry ? 

Cref. 
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Cref. So he (ays here. 

Fan. Xrue, he was fo j I know the caufe too ; he'll lay 
About hhn to-day, I can tell them thati and there is 
Troihis will not come far behind him ; let them take heed 
df Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cref. What, is be angry too ? 

Pom. Who, Troiltts ? Troilus is the better man of the 
two. 

Cref. O, Jupiter 1 there's no coroparifon. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and HeAor ? Do you 
know a man, if you fee him ? 

Cref, Ay 5 if I ever faw him before, and knew him. 

Fan. Well, I fay, Troilus is Troilus. . 

Cref, Then you fay as I fayj for, I am fure, he is not 
Heaor. 

Pan. No, nor He^or is not Troilus, in fome degrees. 

Cref. " T is juft to each of them j he is himfelf. 

Pan. Himfelf? Alas, poor Troilus! I would, he 

were, ' 

Gref. So he is. 

Pan. 'Condition, I had gone bare-foot to India. 

Cref. He is not Heftor. 

Pan. Aimfelf ? no, he's not himfelf. — 'Would 'a were 
himfelf! Well, the gods are above j Time muft friend, or 
end J Well, Troilus, well,— I would, my heart were in 
her body! — No, He6lor is not a better man than Troilus. 

Cref. Excufe me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cref. Pardori me, pardon me. 

Pan. '£he other's not come to't j you (hall tell me ano- 
fher tale, when the other's come to't. He^or lhall not 
have his wit this year. 

Cref, He (hall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan, Nor his qualities j— 

B 4 Cref 
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Cref. No matter. 
Pan, Nor his beauty. 

Cref, 'T would not become him, his own^s better. 

Pan. You have no judgement, niece: Helen herfelf 
fwore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour^ 
(for To 'tis, I muft confefs,) — Not brown neither. 

Cref, No, but brown. 

Pan, 'Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown. 
Cref, To fay the truth, true and not true. 
Pan, She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 
Cref Why, Paris hath colour enough. 
Pan, So he has. 

Cref Then, Troilus fliould have too much: if (he 
prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his ; he 
having colour enough, and the other higher, is too flam- 
ing a praife for a good complexion. I had as lief, He- 
len's golden tongue had commended Troilus for a copper 
nofe. 

Pan. I fwear to you, I think, Helen loves him better 
than Paris. 

Cref, Then (he's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan, l^^y, I am fure (he does. She came to him the 
other day into the compafs'd window, — and, you know, 
he has not pad three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cref Indeed, a tapfter's arithmetick may foon bring hii 
particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, within 
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hcflor. 

Cref Is he fo young a m^n, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him 5 — (he 
came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin, > 

Cref. Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven ? 

Pan, Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think, his fmil- 
ipg becomes him better thaA any roan in all Phiygia. 

Cref 
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Cref. O, he finile^ valiantly. 
Fan* Does he not ? 

Crtf, O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn. 

Fan, Why, go to then : — But to proTC to you that He- 
len loves Troilus,— T 

Cref, Troilus will ftand to the proof, if you'll prove 
it fo. 

Fan. Troilus ? why, he efteems her no more than I ef* 
teem an addle egg. 

Cref. If you love an addle egg as wejl as you love aa. 
idle bead, you would eat chickens i'the ihell. 

Pan. I cannot choofe but laugh, to think how (he 
tickled his chin; — Indeed, ihe has a marvellous white 
hand, I muft needs confefs. 

Cref Without the rack. 

Pan. And ihe takes upon her to fpy a white hair on 
his chin. 

Cref Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 
Fan. But, there was fuch laughing j — Queen Hecuba 
Jaugh'd, that her eyes ran o'er. 
Cref. With mill-ftones. 
Fan. And CaiTandra laugh'd. 

I Cref But there was a more temperate fire under the 
ppt of her eyes ; — Did her eyes run o*er too ? 
Fan. And Hedor laugh'd. 
Cref. At what was all this laughing ? 
I Fan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen fpied on 
i Troilus' chin. 

I Cref An't had been a green hair, I (hould have laugh 'd 
I too. 

^ Pan. They laugh'd not fo much at the hair, sts at his 

j pretty anfwer. 

I Cref What was Jiia anfwer ? 



to 



Pom, Qvoth flie, Here^s biU 9Hi and ffy hmn m y4ur 
cbtttt and one of them is ivbite* 
Cref. This is bef queftion. 

Pan. That^s true | make no que^on of that« and '■ 
Jify bairst quoth he, and one *wbiu s Tbat ivbite hair is Hep 
father y and all the refi are Ins fotu. Jupiter! quoth Ihe, : 
^Ucb of thefe bairs it Paris, my bu/bandT The forked one^ 
quoth he ; pluck it iut, and gifue it him. But, there wa» 
fuch laughing ! and Helen fo bluih*d, and Paris fo chafed, 
ftnd all the reft fo laughed, that it pa(s*d. 

Cref, So let it now $ for it has been a great while goin^ 
by. 

Pan. Well, coufin, I told you a thing yefterday ; think ' 
on't. 

Cref. So I do. 

Pan. I'll be fwom, ^tis true 5 he will weep you, an 
'twere a man born in April. 

Cref. And I'll ipring up in bis tears, an 'twere a nettle 
agninft May. [A Retreat founded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall we 
iland up liere, and fee them, as they pafs toward Ilium ? 
good niece, do ; fweet niece Creflida. 

Cref At your pleafure. 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place; here we 
may fee moft bravely: I'll tell you them all by their 
names, as they pafs by 9 but mark Troilus above the red. 

^NEAS paffes over the ftage, 
Cref. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan. That's ^neas \ Is not that a brave man ? he's 
one of the flowers ot Troy, I can tell you ; But mark 
Troilus ; you (hall (ee anon. 

Cref, Who's that? 

Antenor 
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Antenor over* 

fan. That's Antenor ; he has a (hrcwd wit, I can tcll 
yoa % and he*s a man good enough : he's one o'the found- 
eft judgements in Troy, whofoever, and a proper roan of 
pcrfon I — When comes Troilus Pll fhow yon Troilui 
anon \ if he fee me, you (hall fee him nod at me, 

Cref. Will he give you the nod ? 

fan. You (hall fee. 

Cref. If he do, the rkh fhall have mors. 

Hector paffesover* 

Fan. That's Heaor, that, that, look you, that ; There's 
a fellow !—^o thy way, He£lor| — There's a brave man, 
niece. — O brave Hedtor ! — Look, how he looks I there's a 
countenance : Is't not a brave nian ? 

Cref. O, a brave man ! 

Pan. Is *a not > It does a man's heart good— *Look you 
what hacks are on his helrtiet ? took you yonder, do you 
fee ? look you there ! There's no jefting : there's laying 
on ; tak^'t off ip^ho will, as they fay ; there be hacks 1 

Cref. Be thofe with fwords ? 

Paris pafts owr. 

Pan. Swords ? any thing, he cares not : an the devil 
come to him, it's all one: By god's lid, it does one's heart 
good : — Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris : look 
ye yonder, niece $ Is't not a gallant man too, is't not ? — 
Why, this is brave now. — Who faid, he came hurt home 
to-day ? he's not hurt i why, this will do Helen's heart 

good 
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good now. Ha! 'would I could fee Troilus now! — you 
(hall fee Troilus anon. 
Cref. Who's that ? 

Helenus pafes over. 

Pan. That's Helenus, — I marvel, where Troilus is ;— 
That's Helenus ; — I think he went not forth to-day :— 
That's Helenus. 

Cref, Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus ? no j — yes, he'll fight indifferent well s 
— I marvel, where Troilus is !-— Hark. ; do you not hear 
the people cry, Troilus ?— Helenus is a prieft. 

Cref, What fneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

TsiOiLVS pajes over. 

Pan, Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus : 'Tis Troi- 
lus! there's a man, niece! — Hem! — Brave Troilus ! the 
prince of chivalry! 

Cref. Peace, for fliamc, peace ! 

Pan, Mark him j note him j — O brave Troilus !— 
look well upon him, niece j look you, how his fword is 
bloody 'd, and his helm more hack'd than Hefl^or's j And 
how he looks, and how he goes ! — O admirable youth ! 
he ne'er faw three and twenty. Go thy way Troilus, go 
thy way ; had I a fitter were a grace, or a daughter a god- 
defs, he fliould take his choice. O admirable mm ! Pa- 
ris ? — Paris is dirt to him j and, I warrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 

Forces pafs over the flage» 



Cref. Here eome more. 



Pan. 
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Pan. AlTes, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran \ porridge after meat r I could live and die i*the eyes 
of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look 5 the eagles are gone { 
crows and dawsy crows and daws ! I had rather be fuch a 
man as Troilus^ than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cref. There is among the Greeks, Achilles 5 a better 
man than Troilus. 

Pan, Achilles ? a drayman, a porter, a very camel. 

Or/. Well, well. 

Pan* Well, well ?— Why, have you any difcretion } 
have you any eyes ? Do you know what a man is P Is not 
birth, beauty, good (hape, difcourfe, manhoo<l, learning, 
gentlenefs, virtue, youth, liberality, and fuch like, the 
fpice and fait that feafon a roan ? 

Cref. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked with 
ne date in the pye, — for then the man's date is out. 

Pan. You are fuch a woman ! one knows not at what 
ward you lie. 

Cref. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my fecrecy, to defend 
mine honefty j my maik, to defend my beauty; and you, 
to defend all thefe : and at all thefe wards I lie, at a thou- 
^d watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cref Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that's one of 
the chiefeft of them too : if I cannot ward what I would 
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I took the 
blow; unle(s it fwell paft hiding, and then it is pail 
watchmg. 

Pan. You are fuch another I 



Enter Troilus' Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would inftantly fpcak with you. * 
fan. Where ?. 
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$oy^ At your own houfe, there he unarms him* 
Pan, Good boy, tell him I come t [Exit Boy J I doubt, 
lifi be hurt.r— Fare ye well, good niece. 
Qref, Adieu, un<:le. 

Pan, ril be with you, niece, by and by. 

Qnf. To bring, uncle,— 

Pan, Ay, a token from Troilus. 

Cnf. hy the &me token^you arc a bawd.— 

[Exit Fahdakvs. 
Wopds, vowt, gifts, tears, and love's full iacrifice* 
He offers in another's enterprise : 
jl^ut m<H'e in Troilus thouiand fold I fee 
Than in the glafs of Pandar's praife may be ; 
Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done, joy's foul lies in the doing t 
That (he belov'd knows nought, that knows not thif 
Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is : 
That (he was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got fo fweet, as when defire did fue t 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teadi,-^ 
(Achievement is command j ungain'd, be&ech t 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear. 
Nothing of that (hall from mine eyes appear, [Exumtm 



SCENE nr. 

7ht Grecian Catftp. Before Agamemnon's Tent. 

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, 
Menelaus, and Others. 

Agam. Princes, 
What grief hath fet the jaundice on youv cheeks ? 
The ample propo(ition, that hope makes 

In 



n all defigns b^^ua on «uth below, 

^aiis in. the promisM lafgenefa : ched^ and 4i&ftm 

ytom m the ▼eiiu of a^Uoas higlMft reared j 

\s knots, by the coofiux of meeting £ipt 

[Afe£^ the found pine, mad dirert biy gnua 

Portiire and errant from his coiirfe of grow,th« 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us. 

That we come fliort of our fuppofe (o for. 

That) after (even years^ fiege, yet Troy waiU ftaadi 

Sith every aSkm that hath gone before. 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim. 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gav't Airmiied fiiape. Why then, you pxinces, 

Do you with cheeks aba(h*d behold our works } 

And think them ihames, which are, indeed, nought eUe 

But the protradive trials of great Jove, 

To find perfiftive conftancy in men ? 

The finenefs of vMck metal is not found 

In fortune's love: lor then, the bold and coward. 

The wife and fool, the artift and unread. 

The hard and foft, ieem all affinM and kin : 

But, in the ttaad and tem^ft of her frown, 

Diftinftion, with a broad and powerful fan, 

Puf&i\g at ail, winnows the light away; 

And what hath mafs, or matter, by itfelf 

Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

N^. With doe obfervance of thy godlike feat, 
Great Agramemaon, Neftor (hall apply 
Thy lateft words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : The fea being fmooth. 
How many (hall bauble boats dare fail 
Upon her patient bread:, making their way 
With thofe of nobler bulk ? 

3 But 
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But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The ftrong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains <tot. 
Bounding between the two moift elements. 
Like Perfeus' horfe : Where's then the faucy boat, 
Whofe weak'untimber'd fides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatnefs ? cither to harbour fled. 
Or made a toaft for Neptune. Even fo 
Doth valour's (how, and valour's worth, divide 
In ftorms of fortune i For, in her ray and brightncfs. 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize. 
Than by the tiger : but when the fplitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 
And flies fled under fhade. Why, then, the thing of cou- 
rage, 

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize. 
And with an accent tun'd in felf-fame key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulj^, Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, foul and only fpirit. 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be fhut iip, — hear what UlylTes fpeaks* 
Befides the applaufe and approbation 
The which, — moll mighty for thy place and fway,— 

[7(7 Agamemnon'* 
And thou moft reverend for thy flretch'd-out life, — 

[To Nestor* 
I give to both your fpeeches,— which were fuch, 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should' hold up high in brafs j and fuch again. 
As venerable Neftor, hatch'd ii^filver. 
Should with a bond of air (ftrong as the axletree *. .. 

On which heav«n lides,) knit all the*Greeki(k cars ■ • " 

To 
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To his experienced tongtte, — yet let it pleafe both,— 
Thou great,— and wife,— to hear UlyfTes fpeak. 

Agam. Speak» prince of Ithaca; and be*t of lefs expeft 
That matter needlefs, of im^rtleis burden, 
Divide thy lips $ than we are confident. 
When rank .Therfiteg opes his maftiff jaws. 
We (hall hear mufick, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyf, Troy, yet upon his bafis, had been down, 
And the great Hector^s fword had lacked a mafter. 
But for theie inftances. 
The fpecialty oT.rule hath been neglefted : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do ftand 
Hollow upon this plain, fo many hollow factions. > 
When that the general is not like the hive. 
To whom the foragers ihall all repair. 
What honey is expe6led f Degree being vizarded. 
The unworthieft ihows at ^rly in the ma(k. 
Theiieavens themfelves, the planets, and this center, 
Obferve degree, priority, and place, 
Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, form. 
Office, and cuftQm> in all line of order s 
And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 
In noble eminence enthroned and fpher*d 
Amidft the other ; whofe med'cinablc eye 
Corre^s the ill afpe6ls of planets evil. 
And polls, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planets. 
In evil mixture, to diforder wander, 

iWhat plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Tea ? (baking of earth ? 
Commotion in the winds } frights, changes, horrors, 
I Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
I The unity and married calm of ftates 
' Quite from their fixure ? O, when degree is (hak'd. 



C 
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Whieh. is the ladder of all high deiigns, 

The enterprize is fick ! How could communities. 

Degrees in fchools, and brotherhoods in cities* 

Peaceful commerce from dividable (horesy 

The primogenitive and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, laurels* 

But by degree, iland in authentick place ? 

Take but degree away, untune that firing. 

And, hark, what difcord follows ! each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : The bounded waters 

Should lift their bofoms higher than the ihores* 

And make a fop of all this folid globe s 

Strength (hould be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude fon ihould ftrike his father dead s 

Force (hould be right ; or, rather, right and wrong* 

(Between whofe endlefs jar juflice refides,) 

Should lofe their names, and h (hould juftice too* 

Then every thing includes itfelf in power* 

Power into will, will into appetite ) 

And appetite, an univerfal wolf. 

So doubly iiaponded with will and power* 

Muft make pcfibrce an univerfal prey. 

And, eai up himfelf. Great Affnirnnon, 

This chaos, when degree is fuffocftte* 

Follows the choking. 

And this negle^lion of degree it is* 

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpofe 

It hath to climb. The general's difdain*d 

By him one (lep below ; he, by the next | 

That next, by him beneath : fo every ftep* 

Exampled the firil pace that is fick 

Of his fupenor; . grows to an envious fever 

Of pale and bloodlefs emulation : 

And *tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 

1 
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' own iinews. To end a tale of lengthy 
1 our weaknefs ftands, not in her ftrength. 
Moft wifely hath U]yfl*es here difcoTcr'd 
ver whereof all our power Is fick. 
«. The nature of the ficknefs found> Ulyfles, 
is the remedy ? 

*. The great Achilles,— whom opinion crowns 
new and the forehand of our hoft,— 
g his ear full of his airy fame, 
s dsdnty of his worth, and in his tent 
Qocking our de&gm : With him, PatrocluSy 
a lazy bed, the livelong day 
:s fcurril jefts ; 

with ridiculous and aukward a£^ion 
ich, flanderer, he imitation calls,) 
igeant3 us. Sometime, great Agamenmon» 
toplefs deputation he puts on j 
, like a Itrutting player,— 'whofe conceit 
in his hamftring, and doth think it rich 
ear the wooden dialogue and found 
xt his ftretch^d footing and the fcafFoIdafe,-— 
to-be-pitied and o'er-wrefted feeming 
Sts thy giwtneis in : and when he fyakt 
like a chime a mending ; with terms unfquar*d» 
ch, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp^d^ 
lid feem hyperboles. At this fafty ftufF, 
large Achilles, on his prefsM bed iQlling, 
1 his deep cheft laughs out a loud applaufe | 
i — Excellent I'^'^tis Agamemnon j'j^.— 
play me Neftor ; — hemi and flroke thy hear d^ 
being ""dreft to pme oration* ' 
fs done as near as the extremeft ends 
arallels ; as like as Vulcan and hit wilet 
good Acktlles fiiU cries, ExcelUntl 
C 1 
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*7ts Ncftor right! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to anfnxjer in a night alarm. 
And then, forfooth, the feint defefts of age 
Mult be the fcene of mirth ; to cough, and fpit. 
And with a palfy-fumbling on his gorget. 
Shake in and out the rivet : — and at this fport, 
Sir Valour dies 5 cries, O ! — enough, Patroclus j — 
Or give me rihs of fleell I /hall Jplit all 
Inpleafure of my fpleen. And in this falhion 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, ihapes, 
Severals ^nd generals of grace exafl. 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce, 
Succefs, or lofs, what is, or is not, ferves 
As ftuiF for thefe two to make paradoxes. 

Nejl. And in the imitation of thefe twain 
(Whom, as Ulyfles fays, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infeft. 
Ajax is grown felf-will'd ; and bears his head 
In fuch a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feafts ; rails on our date of war^ 
Bold as an oracle % and fets Therfites 
(A flave, whofe gall coins flanders like a mint,) 
To piatch us in comparifons with dirt 5 
To weaken J^nd difcredit our expofure. 
How rank foever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyjf. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice 5 
Count wifdom as no member of the war 5 
Foreftall pcefcience, and efteem no a6t 
But that of hand : the dill and mental parts, — 
That do contrive how many hands (hall ftrike, 
When fitnefs. calls them on \ and know, by meafure 
Gf their obfervant toil, the enemies' weight,-* 

< Why, 
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Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 
They call this — bed-^work, mappery, cloiet war i 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize. 
They place before his hand that made the engine \ 
Or thole, that with the finenefs of their fouls 
By reafon guide his execution. 

liefi. Let this be granted, and Achilles* horfe 
Makes many Thetis' fons. [Trumpet founds » 

Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 



Great Agamemnon's teiit« I pray ? 

Agam, Even thi^. 

Mtu, May one, that is a herald, and a prince. 
Do a fair meflage to his kingly ears ? 

Agam. With furety ftronger than Achilles' arm 
. 'Fore all the Greekilh heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon bead and general. 

Mne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofe moil imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Agam. How } 

Mm, Ay J 
I a(k, that I might waken reverence. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blufh 
Modeft as morning when (he coldly eyes . 
The youthful Phoebus : 
Which is that god in office, guiding men ? 
Which it the high sthd mighty Agamemnon ? 



Enter ^neas. 



Men, From Troy. 

Agam, 

JEne, 



What would you 'fore our tent ? 



Is this 



C 3 
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Agam* This Tro^n fcbras m%\ or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 

^ne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarmM, 
As bending angels; that*s their fame in peace : 
But when they would feem foldiers, they have galls. 
Good arms, ftrong joints, true fwords j and, Jove's ac« 
cord, 

Nothing fo full of heart. But peace, ^neas) 

Peace, Trojan 5 lay thy finger on thy lips ! 

The worthinels of praife diftains his worth. 

If that the prais*d hirofelf bring the praife forth : 

But what the repining enemy commends. 

That breath fame blows ; that praife, fole pure, tranfcends* 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourfelf ^neas ? 

yCw. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 

Agam. What's your affair, I pray you ? 

JEne. Sir, pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon^s ears. 
-Agam, He hears nought privately, that comes from 
Troy. 

AEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him ; 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 
To fet his ienfe on the attentive bent. 
And then to (peak. 

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind ; 

It is not Agamemnon's fleeping hour : 
That thou (halt know, Trojan, he is awake. 
He tells thee fo himfelf. 

JEni. Trumpet, blow loud, 

8ei^ thy brafs voice through all thefe lazy tents } 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know. 
What Troy means ^siirly, fhall be fpoke aloud. 

[Trumfet founds. 
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd He^r, (Priam is his father,) 

Who 
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Who in this dull and long-continued tmce 
Is nifty grown } he bade me take a trumpet. 
And to this purpofe fpeak. Kings, princes> lords I 
If there be one» among the fair*ii of Greece^ 
That holds his honour higher than his eafe \ 
That feeks his praife more than he fears his peril j 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear % 
That loves his miftrefs more than in confei£on» 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth. 
In other arms than hers, — to him this challenge* 
Hedor, in view of Trojans and of Greeks^ 
Shall make it good, or do his beft to do ity 
He hath a lady, wifer, fairer, truer. 
Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms j 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call. 
Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To roufe a Grecian that is true in love s 
If any come, He£lor (hall honour him | 
If none, he^ll fay in Troy, when he retires. 
The Grecian dames are fun-burn'd, and not worth 
The rplinter of a lance. Even fo much. 

Agam, This (hall be told our lovers, lord iBneas j 
If none of them have foul in fuch a kind. 
We left them all at home t But we are foldiers | 
And may that foldier a mere recreant prove. 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love I 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meea Hedor } if none elfe, I am he* 
Neft. Tellliim of Neftor, one that was a man 
When He^or^s grandfire fuck'd : he is old now % 
But, if there be not in our Grecian hoft 
One noble man, that hath one fpark of fire 
To anfwer far his love. Tell him from me,«« 
C4 
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I'll hide my filvcr beard in a gold beaver. 
And in my vantbrace put this withered brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chafte 
As may be in the world : His youth in flood, 
I'll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

Mne, Now heavens forbid fuch fcarcity of youth ! 

Uljf, Amen. 

Again, Fair lord ^neas, let me touch your hand 5 
To our pavilion (hall I lead you, fir. 
Achilles fliall have word of this intent ; 
So (hall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent j 
Yourfelf (hall feaft with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

\Exeunt all but Ulysses and^%%io%. 

UlyJJ\ Neftor, 

Neji, What fays UlyfTes ? 

Ulyjf. I have a young conception in my brain^ 
Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 

Neft, Whatis't? 

Ulyff. This 'tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The feeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In r ink Achilles, muft or now be cropp'd, 
Or, (bedding, breed a nurfery of like evil, 
To over bulk us all. 

Neft. Well, and how ? 

Ulylf. This challenge that the gallant Heftor fends, 
Hov^ever it is fpread in general name. 
Relates in purpofe only to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous even as fubftance, 
Whofe groffneis little charaders fum up : 
And, in the publication, mak^ no ftrain, 
Bjit that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
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As banks of Libya, — ^though, ApoHo knows, 

•Tis dry enough, — will with great fpecd of judgement. 

Ay, with celerity, find Heftor's purpofe 

Pointing on him. 

Ulyjf, And wake him to the anfwer, think you f 
Neji, Yes, 
It is moft meet ; Whom may you elfe oppofe. 
That can from Heftor bring thofe honours off. 
If not Achilles ? Though't be a fportful combat. 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells j 
For here the Trojans taJte our dear'H repute 
With their fin'ft palate : And truft to me, Ulyflca, 
Our imputation (hall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild a^ion : for the fucccfs, 
Although particular, (hall give a fcantling 
Of good or bad unto the general j 
And in fuch indexes, although fmall pricks 
To their fubfequent volumes, there is feen 
The baby figure of the giant mafs 
Of things to come at large. It is fuppos'd. 
He, that meets Heftor, i flues from our choice : 
And choice, being n^utual a6t of all our fouls. 
Makes merit her eleflion \ and doth boil. 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man diflill'd 
Out of our virtues ; Who mifcarryinj:, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering part. 
To fteel a ftrong opinion to thenifeives ? 
Which entertain'd, limbs are his inftruments. 
In no lefs working, than are fwords and bows 
Diref^ive by the limbs. 

Ulylf, Give pardon to my fpeech 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Heftor. 
Let us, like merchants, (how our foiileft wares. 
And think, perchance, they'll fell ; if not. 

The 
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The luftre of the better (hall exceed. 

By fliowing the worfe firft. Do not confent. 

That ever Heflor and Achilles meet; 

For both our honour and our (hame, in this^ 

Are dogg'd with two fti^ge followers. 

Neft, I fee them not with my old eyes ; what are they ? 

Vljlf, What glory our Achilles fliares from Heflor, 
Were he not proud, we all fliould fliare with him ; 
But he already is too infolent -y 
And we were better parch in Africk fun. 
Than in the pride and fait fcom of his eyes. 
Should he 'fcape Heftor fair : If he were foird> 
Why, then we did our main opinion crufti 
In taint of our beil man. No, make a lottery; 
And, by device, let blockifti Ajax draw 
The fort to fight with Heftor : Among ourfelvesj 
Give him allowance for the better man. 
For that will phyfick the great Myrmidon, 
Who broils in loud applaufe ; and make him fall 
His creft, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainlefs Ajax come fafe oflT, 
We'll drefs him up in voices : If he fail. 
Yet go we under our opinion ftill. 
That we have better men. But, hit or mifs. 
Our projeft's life this (hape of fenfe alfumes,— 
Ajax, employed, plucks down Acliilles* plumes* 

Neft, Ulyifes, 
Now I begin to relifli thy advice 5 
And I will give a tafte of it forthwith 
To Aganiemnon : go we to him ftraight. 
Two curs ihall tame each other \ Pride alone 
Muft tarre the maftifts on^ as *twere their bone. [Exeunt. 
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Another Part of the Grecian Camp, 

Enter Ajax and Thersites. 
^ax. Thcrfites, 

Tber, Agamemnon — how if he had boils ? full, all over, 
genenlly? 
Ajmx. Theriites, 

ibiTm And thofe boils did run ?— Say fo,-— did not the 
general run then f were not that a botchy core ? 
Ajax, Dogy— — 

TSur. Then would come fome matter from him j 
I fee none now. 

Ajeae, Thou bitch-wolf's fon, canft thou not hear? 
Feel then. [Strikes bim. 

Tber, The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord ^ 

AjmXm Speak then, thou unfalted leaven, fpeak : 
I will beat thee into handfomenefs. 

^Tter, I (hall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs: 
but, I think, thy horfe will fooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canlt ttrike, 
canft thou ? a red murrain o'thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax. Toads-ftool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Doll thou think, I have no feufe, thou ftrik'ft 
me thus ? 

Ajax, The proclamation, 

*rher. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax, Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch. 

^ber, I would, thou didit itch from head to foot, and 
% I lud 
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I had the fcratching of thee 5 I \^ould make thee the 
loathfomell fcab in Greece. When thou art forth in the 
incurfions, thou ilrikeft as flow as another. 

Ajax, I fay, the proclamation, 

Tber, Thou grumbleft and ndleft every hour on Achilles 5 
and thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs, as Cerberus 
is at Proferpina's beauty, ay, that thou bark'ft at him. 

Jjax, Miftrefs Therfites ! 

^her. Thou (hould'ft ftrike him. 

Ajax, Cobloaf! 

TAfr. He would pun thee into fliivers witli his fill, as a 
failor breaks a bifcuit. 

Jjax. You whorefon cur ! [Beating bim. 

^ber. Do, do. 

Jjax, Thou ftool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, dbj thou fodden-wjtted lord! thou haft 
no more brain than I have in mine elbows ; an aflinego 
may tutor thee : Thou fcurvy valiant afs ! thou art here 
put to thrafli Trojans ; and - thou art bought and fold 
among thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian (lave. If thou 
life to beat me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what 
thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Jjax, You dog ! 

^er. You fcurvy lord ! 

Jjax, You cur ! [Beating bim, 

Tber: Mars his idiot 1 do, rudenefs ; do, camel ; do, do. 

Enter Acpilles ^WPatroclus. 

Jcbil, Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you thus ? 
How now, Therfites ? what's the matter, man ? 

Tber, You fee him there, do you ? 
. Jcbil, Ay ; what's the matter ? 
Ti&^r. Nay, look upon him. 

Jcbil, 
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Achil, So I do ; What's the matter ? 
ll}er. Nay, but regard him well. 
AcbU. Well, why I do fo. 

Tber. But yet you look not well upon him i for, who- 
focver you take him to be, he is Ajax. 
AcbiL I know that, fool. 
V^ber, Ay, but that fool knows not hirafelf. 
Ajax, Therefore I beat thee. 

Tber, Lo> lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters ! 
his evafions have ears thus long. I have bobbM his brain, 
more than he has beat my bones : I will buy nine fparrows 
for a penny, and his pta mater is not worth the ninth part 
of a fparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — who wears hit 
wit in his belly, and his guts in his head, — 1*11 tell you 
what I fay of him. 

AcbiL What? 
. Tber. I fay, this Ajax 

Acbil, Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to ftrike him, Achilles interpofeu 

7ber, Has not fo much wit— . 

Acbil, Nay, I muft hold you. 

TTjer, As will ftop the eye of Helen's needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 
Acbil, Peace, fool! 

Tber, I would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool 
will not: he there -y that he ; look you there. 

Ajax, O thou damn'd cur ! I (hall 

Acbil, Will you fet your wit to a fool's ? 

*rber. No, I warrant you $ for a fool's will (hame it. 

Patr, Good words, Therfites. 

Acbil, What's the quarrel ? 

Ajax, I bade the vile owl, go learn me the tenour of 
the prQclamation, and he rails uppn- me. 
Tber, I ftyve thee not. 

Ajax, 
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Ajttx. Well, go to, go to. 
72rr. I fenre here voluntary. 

AcUU Your laft fervice wa» fuflferancc, 'twas not Yolaii- • 
taryj no man fs beaten voluntary: Ajax was here the 
voluntary, and you as under an imprefs. 

TlSier. Even fo ? — ^ great deal of your wit too lies in 
your finews, or elie there be liars. He^or (hall have a 
great catch, if he knock out either of your brains j *a 
were as good crack a fufty nut with no kernel. 

AchiL What, with me too, Therfites ? 
. Ti&^r. There's Ulyfles, and old Neftor, — whofe wit was 
mouldy ere your grandfires had nails on their toes, — ^yokc 
you like draught oxen, and make you plough up the wars. 

Aclil. What, what ? 

^£Ur. Yes, good foothj To, Achilles! to, Ajax! to! 

Ajax. I /hall cut out your tongue. . 

liber. *Tis no matter ) I (hall fpeak as much as thou» 
afterwards. 

?atr. No more words, Therfites 5 peace. " 

^er. I will hold my peace when Achilles* brach bids 
me, (hall I ? 

AchU, There's for you, Patroclus. 

'ther. I will fee you hangM, like clotpoles, ere I come 
any more to your tents j I will keep where there is wit 
itirring, and leave the fa61ion of fools. \Exit^ 

Pair. A good riddance. 

Acbil. Marry, this, fir, is proclaimed through all our 
hoft: 

That Hedlor, by the firft hour of the fun. 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call fome knight to arms. 
That hath a ftomach j and fuch a one, that dare 
Maintain — I know rifctwhat j 'tis trafh : Farewell. 
-/(;V7;c. Farewell. Who fhall anfwer him ? 

AM. 
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Acb'tl, I know not, it is put to lottery i otherwife. 
He knew his man. 
Ajax. meaning you: — 1*11 go learn more of it. 

[Exema^ 

SCENE II. 
Troy. A Room in Priam^s Palaci. 

Emter VtiiAM, Hector, Troilus> Paris, ami 
Helenus. 

Pn*. After fo many hoars, lives, fpeeches fpent. 
Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greeks } 
DeBver HeUn^ end all damage elfs — 
At honour 9 lofs of time, tra^z^el^ expence^ 
Woutids, friendsy and ivbat elfi dear that is confum'd 
In hot digefiion of this cormorant nvar, — 
Shall be ftruck e^:— Heftor, what fay you to't ? 

He3. Though no man leffer fears the Gfteks than I, 
As far as toucheth my particular, yet. 
Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more fofter bowels, 
I More fpungy to fuck in the (en(e of fear. 

More ready to cry out — U^bo knows what follows f 
Than He^or is : The wound of peace is furety. 
Surety iecure ; but modeil doubt is caird 
The beacon of the wife, the tent that fearches 
To the bottom of the worft. Let Helen go : 
Since the iirll fword was drawn about this queftion> 
Every tithe ibul, ^mpngft many thoufand difmes» 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours : 
If we have ioft (b many tenths of ours. 
To guard a thing not ours ; not worth to ut. 

Had 
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Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 
What merit's in that reafon, which denies 
The yielding of her up ? 

"tro. Fie, fie, my brother! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king. 
So great as our dread father, in a fcale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters fum 
The paft-proportion of his infinite ? 
And buckle- in a waid mod fathomlefs. 
With fpans and inches fo diminutive 
At fears and reafons ? fie, for godly fhame 1 

HeL No marvel, though you bite fo (harp at reafons, 
You are fo empty of them. Should not our father 
Bear the great fway of his affairs with reafons, 
Becaufe your fpeech hath none, that tells him fo? 

Tro, You are for dreams and (lumbers, brother prieft. 
You fur your gloves with reafon. Here are your reafons s 
You know, an enemy intends you harm 5 

You know, a fword employed is perilous. 

And reafon fliSi the obje£l of all harm : 

Who marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet 

The very wings of reafon to his heels 5 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a ftar dif-orb'd ? — Nay, if we talk of reaibn, 

Let^s (hut our gates, and (leep s Manhood and honour 

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their thoughts 

With this cramm'd reafon : reafon and refpeft 

Make livers pale, and lu(tihood dejeft. 
HeS, Brother, (he is not worth what (he dotk coil: 

The holding. 

Tro, What is aught, but as 'tis valued ? 

He3, But value dwells not in particular will \ 

It holds his eftiroate and dignity 



M It. 



TROILUS AND CREItlDA. 



As well wherein 'tis precious of itfclf 
As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry. 
To make the fervice greater than the god 3 
And the will dotes, that is attributive 
To what infeaiourty itfelf afFefts, 
Without fome image of the affefted merit. 

Tro, I take to-day a wife, and my eleftion 
Is led on in the condu6): of my will 5 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous fliores 
Of will and judgement : How may 1 avoid. 
Although my will diftafte what it elected. 
The wife I chofe ? there can be no evaiion 
To blench from this, and to iland firm by honour : 
We turn not back the (ilks upon the merchant. 
When we have foil'd them; nor the remainder viands 
We do not throw in unrefpeftive (ieve, 
Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet, 
Paris (hould do fome vengeance on the Greeks : 
Vour breath with full confent belly'd his fails; 
The feas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 
And did him fervice : be touchM the ports defir'd ; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whofe youth and frefhnefs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning. 
[I Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt i 
p 1$ Ihe worth keeping ? why, (he is a pearl, 
Whofe price hath launch'd above a thoufand fhips. 
And turn'd crown'd kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wifdom Paris went, 
(As you muft needs, for you all cry'd — Go^ go,) 
If you'll confefs, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you muit needs^ for you all clapp'd your hands. 
And cry'd — Ineftimable !) why do you now 
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The iflue of your pro(>er wifdoms rate $ 
And do a deed that fortune never did. 
Beggar the eftimation which you prized 
Richer than fea and land ? O theft moil bafe $ 
That we have ftolen what we do fear to keep I 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftolen. 
That in their country did them that difgrace. 
We fear to warrant in our native place ! 

Caf, [ff'ttbin.] Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Pri, What noife f what (hriek is this f 

Tro, 'Tis our mad fifter, I do know her voice. 

Caf. IfFithin.'i Cry, Trojans ! 

He^i. It is Caifandra. 

Enfer Cassandra, ra<ving» 

Caf, Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thoniand eyes. 
And I will fill them with prophetick tears. 
HeSi, Peace, fifter, peace. 

Caf, Virgins and boys, mid^ge and wrinkled elden^ 
Soft infancy, that nothing can^ft but cry» 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mafs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! pradife your eyes with tears ! 
Troy muft not be, nor goodly II ion ftand { 
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe : 
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Exit* 

HeSl, Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe high ftraias 
Of divination in our filler work 
Some touches of remorfe ? or is yom blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon. 
Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad caufe, 
Can qualify the fame ? 

7r#. 
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Tro. Why* brorber Hedttr* 

We may not think the ju^e6 of mek 9& 
Sach and no other than event doth form it{ 
Nor once deject the courage of our mtndty 
Becaufe Caflaitdra^s mad ; ber bnin^ck r aq p t u rcs 
Cannot diftaile the goodneis of a qnarrely 
Which hath our feveral honours all engaged 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touchM than all Priam^s Tons s 
And Jove forbid, there (hould be done amongft us 
Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Elfc might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings, as your counfels : 
Bat I atteft the gods, your full confent 
Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off 
All fears attending on fo dire a proje6i;. 
For what, alas, can thefe my fmgle arms ? 
What propugnation is in one roan*s valour. 
To ftand the pu(h and enmity of thofe 
This quairel would excite ? Yet, I proteft. 
Were I alone to pals the difficulties. 
And had as ample power.as I have will, 
Paris fhould ne*er retra^ what he hath done, 
' Nor faint in the porfuit. 

Pri, Paris, you fpeak 

Like one befotted on your fweet delights : 
You have the honey ftill, but thefe the gall | 
So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par. Sir, I propofe not merely to myfelf 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it j 
But I would have the foil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 
What treafon were it to the raniack^d queen, 

D % Difgracc 
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Difgrace to your great worths, and (hame to me. 

Now to deliver her poiTeffion up. 

On terms of bafe compulfion ? Can it be. 

That fo degenerate a ftrain as this, 

Should once fet footing in your generous bofonis ? 

There*s not the meaneft fpirit on our party. 

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 

When Helen is defended $ nor none fo noble, 

Whofe life were ill beftowM, or death unfam^d. 

Where Helen is the fubjeft : then, I fay. 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well. 

The world^s large fpaces cannot parallel. 

He£l, Paris, and Troilus, you have both faid well { 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand 
Have gloz'd, — but fuperficially 5 not much 
Unlike young men, whom Ariflotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philofophy: 
The reafons, you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot padion of diflemperM blood. 
Than to make up a free determination 
*Twixt right and wrong 5 For pleafure, and revenge. 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decifion. Nature craves, 
All dues be rendered to their owners 5 Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity. 
Than wife is to the hufband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through afFedtion 5 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, refift the fame ; 
There is a law in each well-order'd nation. 
To curb thofe raging appetites that are 
Mofl difobedient and rcfraftory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king,— 
As it is known (he is,-~thefe moral laws 
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Of nature, and of nations, fpeak aloud 

To have her back rcturn'd ; Thui to perfift 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong. 

But makes it much more heavy. He6tor*8 opinion 

Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'erthelefs. 

My fpritcly brethren, I propend to you 

In reiblution to keep Helen ftill j 

For ^tis a caufe that hath no mean dependance 

Upon our joist and feveral dignities. 

7ra. Why, there you touched the life of our defign « 
Were it not glory that we more affe6ied 
Than the performance of our heaving fpleens, 
I w«uld not wi(h a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy HeAor, 
She is a theme of honour and renown i 
A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds } 
Whofe prefent courage may beat down our foes, 
And lame, in time to come, canonize us t 
For, I prefume, brave He^r would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promis*d glory« 
As (iniles upon the forehead of this a^ftion. 
For the wide world's revenue. 

HeSm I am yours. 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
1 have a roifting challenge fent amongft 
The dull and Odious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowfy fpirits : 
1 was advertis*d, their great general flept, 
Whilft emulation in the army crept j 
Thb, I prefume^ will wake him, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' ^ent, 

fVrf^ The R SITES. 

Tber. How now, Therfites ? what, loft in the labyplntll 
of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus ? he 
beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy fatisfadlion f 
Vould, it were otherwife \ that I could beat him, whilft 
he raird at me ? *Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and ruft 
devils, but I'll fee ibme iflue of my fpiteful execrations. 
Then there's Achilles,—- a rare engineer. If Troy be not 
taken till theie two undermine it, the walls will ftand till 
they fall of themfelres. O thou great thunder-darter of 
Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the king of gods; 
and, Mercury, lofe all the ferpentine craft of thy Cadit- 
eeusy if ye take not that little little lefs-tban-little wit 
from them that they have ! which fhort-arm'd ignorance 
itfelf knows is fo abundant fcarce, it will not in cnrcum<* 
vention deliver a fly from a fpider, without drawing their 
maify irons, and cutting the web. After this, the ven- 
geance on the whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache 1 for 
that, methinks, is the curfe dependant on thofe that wat 
for a placket. I have faid my prayers $ and devil, envy» 
(ay Amen. What, ho I my lord AchiUes I 

Enter Patroclus. 

Pair. Who's there ? Therfites ? Good Therfites, come 
in and rail. 

Tber. If I could have remember'd a gilt counterfeit, 
thou would'ft not have flipp'd out of my contemplation : 
but it is no matter j Thyfelf upon thyfelf I The common 

curfe 



What, art thou devout ? waft thou in prayer f 
A.y i The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

Who's there ? 
Therfites, my lord. 

Where, where ? — Art thou come ? Why, my 
my digeftion, why haft thou not ferv'd thyfelf in 
ible fo many meals ? Come { what's Agamemnon ? 

Thy commander, Achilles j — Then tell me, Pa- 
wh^'s Achilles ? 

Thy lord, Theriites { Then tell me, I pray thee, 
:hy(elf ? 

Thy knower, Patroclus | Then tell me, Patro- 
hat art thou ? 

Thou may'ft tell, that know'ft, 
. O, tell, tell. 

I'll decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon 
ids Aclulles i Achilles is my lord j I am Patro- 
lower : and Patroclus is a fool. 
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les } Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon } 
Therfites is a fool, to ferve fuch a fool j and Patroclus is 
a fOol pofitivc. 

?atr. Why am t a fool ? 

^her. Make that demand of the provcr. — It fuffices me, 
thou art. Look you, who comes here ? 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, 
and AjAX. 

Ach'iL Patroclus, I'll fpeak with nobody.— Come in 
with me, Therfites. {Exit, 

Tiher. Here is fuch patchery, fuch joggling, and fuch 
knavery! all the argument is, a cuckold, and a whore j A 
good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, and bleed to 
death upon. Now the dry ferpigo on the fubjeft ! and 
war, and lechery, confound all I [Exitm 

Agam, Where is Achilles ? 

Patr, Within his tent ; but ill-difpos'd, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him, that we are here. 
•He flient our meflengers } and we lay by 
Our appertainments, vifiting of him : 
Let him be told fo 5 left, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the queftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patr, • I (hall fay fo to him. \_Exitn 

Ulyjf. We faw him at the opening of his tent 5 
He is not fick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-fick, fick of proud heart : you may call 
it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; but, by my 
head, 'tis pride : But why, why ? let him fliow us a caufe. 
—A word, my lord. [Takes Agamemnon ajide. 

Neft, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ufylf* Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Neft. 
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Neft. Who? Therfitcs? 
Ufyff. He. 

Ntji, Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loft hit 
argument. 

UlyJ". No ; you fee, he is his argument, that has hit ar- 
gument j Achilles. 

Nefi. All the better; their fra^ion is more ourwiih» 
than their faction : But it was a ftrong compofure^ a fbol 
could difunite. 

Uljffi The amity, that wifdom knits not, folly may ea- 
fily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 
Neft, No Achilles with him. 

Ulyg'. The elephant hath joints, but none for courtefy t 
his legs are legs for neccffity, not for flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me fay — he is much forry. 
If any thing more than your fport and pleafure 
Did move your greatnefs, and this noble ilate> 
To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other. 
But, for your health and your digeftion fake, 
An after-dinner's breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus j— 

We are too wdl acquainted with thefe anfwers : 
But his evafion, wing*d thus fwift with fcorn. 
Cannot outfly our appreheniions. 
Much attribute he hath $ and much the reafon 
Why we afcribe it to him : yet all his virtues,— 
Not virtuoufly on his own part beheld, — 
^ Do, in our eyes begin to lofe their glofs ; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwbolefome difh. 
Are like to rot untafted. Go and tell him. 
We come to fpeak with him i And vou (hall not fin> 

If 
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If you do fay — we think him o^r-proud* 

And under-honeft j in felf-affumption greater, 

Than in the note of judgement; and worthier than himfelf 

Here tend the favage ftrangenefs he puts on ; 

Bifgiaire the holy ftrengtb of their command. 

And underwrite in an obferving kind 

'BSa humorous predominance ; yea, watch 

Hi» pettifti lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 

The pafTage and whole carriage of this aftion 

Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this *, and add. 

That, if he overbold his price fo much> 

We'll none of him j but let him, like an engine 

Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring a£lion hither, this cannot go to war i 

A ftirring dwarf we do allowance give 

Befbrv a fleepiog giant : — Tell him fo. 

Pair. I ihall ; and bring his anfwer prefently. [^Extt. 

Agam, In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied. 
We come to fpeak with him. — UlyiTes, enter. 

[Exit Ulysses. 

Ajax. What is he more than another > 

Agam, No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax, Is he fo much? Do you not think* he think> 

himfelf a better man than I am ? 

Agam, No queftion. • 

Ajax, Will you fubfcribe his thought^ and fay— he is } 

Agam, No, noble Ajax ; you are as ftrong, as valiant, 

as wife, no lefs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 

more tradlable. 

Ajax, Why (hould a man be proud ? How doth pride 

grow ? I know not what pride is. 
Agam, Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your virtues 

the fairer. He that is proud, eats up himfelf; pride is 

bis own gli^fs, his own trumpet, his own chronicle ; and 

whatever 
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fihatever praUes kicif hot m the deed, deTOun the dtol 

in the praife. 

4jaje. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the eBgendering 

of toads. 

Neji. And yet he loves himftlf : Is it not ftrange ? 

Rt-enUr Ulysses. 

Uljff. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam, What^s bis excuTe ? 

Ulyjf. He doth rely on none i 

But carries on the ftream of bis difpofe. 
Without obfervance or refpe£^ of any. 
In will peculiar and in felf-admiflion. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon oar fair requeft, 
Untent his perfon^ and (hare the air with us f 

Ufxlf. Things finall as nothing, for rcqucft's fake only, 
Ue makes important : PoiTefsM he is with greatneis } 
And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felf-breath \ imagined worth 
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe. 
That, *twixt his mental and his a6iive parts. 
Kingdom^ Achilles in commotion rages. 
And batters down himfelf : What fhould I fay? 
Ue is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it 
Cry— recovery. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.— 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 
*Tis laid, he holds you well ; and will be led. 
At your requeft, a little from hiinfelf. 

Uljff* O Agamemnon, let it not be fo! 
We'll confecrate the Itcps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : Shall the proud lord, 

6 That 
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That baftes his arrogance with his own feam 5 

And never fufFers matter of the world 

Enter his thoughts, — fave fuch as do revolve 

And ruminate himfelf, — (hall he be worfhipp'd 

Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 

Maft not fo dale his palm, nobly acquired s 

Nor, by ray will, affubjugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is. 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to cnlard his fat-already pride j 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he bums 

With entertaining great Hyperion. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid 5 

And fay in thunder— yfrW//?/, go to Hm, 

Neft, O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. [Afide. 

Dio, And how his filence drinks up this applaufe ! 

iAfiile. 

Ajax, If I go to him, with my arm'd fift 111 paih him 
Over the face. 

Agam. O, no, you (hall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, lil pheeze his pride t 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyjf» Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel* 

Ajax. A paltry, infolcnt fellow, 

Neft. How he dcfcribcs 

Himfelf! [Afak. 

Ajax. Can he not be fociable ? 

UlyJf. The raven 

Chides blacknefs. [Afide, 

Ajax. I will let his humours blood. 

Agam. He'll be phjriician, that ihould be the patient. 

iAfide. 
Ajax, 
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Ajax. Axk all men 

Were o'my mind, 

Vljf. Wit would be out of felhion. 

[Afidi. 

Ajax, He ihould not bear it fo. 
He (hould eat fwords firft : Shall pride carry it ? 

Neft, An 'twould, you'd carry half. [Afidtm 
Ulyjf. He'd have ten (hares. 

[Afidi. 

Ajax. I'll knead him, I will make him fupple t— 
Neft, He's not yet thorough warm: force him with 
praifes : 

Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [AJide^ 
Ulyf, My lord, you feed too much on this diflike. 

[To Agamemnon. 
Nefi. Our noble general, do not do fo. 
Dio, You muft prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Ulyff. Why, 'tis this naming of him does him harm. 
Here is a man — But *tis before his face ; 
I will be filent. 

Neft. Wherefore ftiould you fo ? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 
1 Uljff. Know tTie whole world, he is as valiant. 
I Ajax. A whorcfon dog, that (hall palter thus with us I 
f I would, he were a Trojan I 

Neft. What a vice 

Were it in Ajax now 

UlyJ'. If he were proud ? 

Dio, Or covetous of praife ? 
Ufyff, Ay, or furly borne ? 

Dio, Orftrange, or felf-aiFefted ? 
Uljff, Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of fwcet com- 
I pofure ; 

Praife him that got thee, (he that gave thee fuck : 
I Pam'd 
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FamM be thy tutor, and thy parts of natvne 

Thrice-fam'd, beyond all erudition i 

But he that difcipltn'd thy arms to €ght. 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 

And give him half » and, for thy vigoiir* 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 

To finewy Ajax. I'll not praife thy wifdom. 

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a (hore, confines 

Thy fpacious and dilated parts : Here's Neftor,— 

Inftru^ted by the antiquary times, 

He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife 

But pardon, father Neftor, were your days 

As green as Ajax% and your brain fo tempered. 

You fliould not hare the eminence of him. 

Bat be as Ajax. 

Jjax, Shall I call you father ? 

Neji. Ay, my good fon. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyff, There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Pleafe it our great general 
To call together all his ftate of war ; 
Frefli kings are come to Troy: To-morrow, 
We muft with all our main of power ftand faft : 
And here's a lord, — come knights from eaft to weft, 
And cull their flower, Ajax (hall cope the beft. 

Agarn, Go we to council. Let Achilles deep : 
Light boats fail fwift, though greater hulks draw deep. 

[Exeunt. 
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Troy. A Room in Priam's Falaei. 
Enter Pandauvs and a Servant. 

Pan, Friend ! you i pray you» a word s Do not yo« 
foUow the young lord Paris ? 

Ser^. Ay, fir, when he goes before me. 

Pan* You do depend upon him, I mean ? 

Ser<v, Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentlenna { I nrail 
needs praife him. 

Sew, The lord be praifed ! 

Pan, You know me, do you not ? 

Ser*u» 'Faith, fir, fuperficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better $ I am the lord Pandinn* 
Serv. I hope, I ihall know your honour better. 
Pan, I do defire it. 

Serv, You are in the ftatc of grace. [Mu/ick njoiilun. 
Pan. Grace 1 not ib, ^end $ honour and lord(hip are 
my titles t — What mufick is this ? 
Semf, I do but partly know, fir { it is mufick in parte* 
Pan, Know you the muficians } 
Serof, Wholly, fir. 
Pan, Who play they to ? 
Ser*u. To the hearers, fir. 
Pan, At whofe pleafure, friend f 
Sern}, At mine, fir, and theirs that lore mufick. 
Pan, Command, I mean, friend. 
Serv, Who (hall I coipmand, fir^ 
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Pan, Friend, we underftand not onie another i I am too . 
courtly, and thou art too cunning: At whofe rcqueft do 
thefe men play? 

Ser*o. That's to*t, indeed, fir: Marry, fir, at the requeft 
of Paris my lord, who is there in perfon j with him, the 
mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's invifible 
foul, 

?an. Who, my coufm Creffida? 

Ser^, No, fir, Helen ; Could you not find out that by 
her attributes ? 

?an. It fiiould feem, fellow, that thou haft not feen the 
lady Creflida. I come to fpeak with Paris from the prince 
Troilus : I will make a complimental afiault upon him, 
for my bufinefs feeths. 

Ser*u^ Sodden bufinefs ! there's a llew'd phrafe, indeed ! 

Enter Paris and Helen, attended. 

Pan, Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair com- 
pany! fair defires, in all fair meafure, fairly giiide them ! 
efpecially to you, fair queen ! fair thoughts be your fair 
pillow ! 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan, You fpeak your fair pleafure, fweet queen. — Fair 
prince, here is good broken mufick. 

Par* You have broke it, coufin j and, by my life, you 
ihall make it whole again \ you (hall piece it out with a 
piece of your performance :--Nell, be is full of harmony. 

Pan, Truly, lady, no. 

Helen, O, fir, 

Pan. Rude, in footh 5 in good footh, very rude. 
Par, Well faid, my lord I well, you fay fo in fits. 
Pan, I have bufinefs to my lord, dear queen:— My 
lord, will you vouchfafe me a word ? 

Helen. 
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Kay> this fliall not hedge us out s we*ll hear 3rou 
ainl3r. 

STell, fwect queen, you are pleafant with me.— 
Ty) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and moft cf- 
r'lend, your brother Troilus— * 

My lord Pandarus j honey-fweet lord,— 
3o to, fweet queen, go to commends hunfclf* 
:dionately to you. 

You (hall not bob us out of our melody} If you 
melancholy upon your head ! 
Sweet queen, fweet queen $ that^s a fweet queen» 

. And to make a fweet lady fad, is a four offence. 

Nay, that (hall not ferve your turn $ that (hall it 
truth, la. Nay, I care not for fuch words j no, 
Lnd, my lord, he defires you, that, if the king call 
1 at fupper, you will make his excufe. 
I. My lord Pandarus, 

What fays my fwect queen ? — my very very fweet 

9 

What exploit's in hand ? where fups he to-night ? 
v. Nay, but my lord,— ^ — 

. What fays my fweet queen ? — My coudn will fall 
th 3rou. You muft not know where he fups. 

I'll lay my life, with my difpofer Creilida. 
. No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide; come, 
lifpofer is fick. 
. Well, I'll make excufe. 

• Ay, good my lord. Why (hould you fay — Cref- 
(10, your poor difpofer's fick. 
I fpy. 

. You fpy I what do you fpy? — Come, give me an 
nent. — Now, fweet queen. 
fi. Why, this is kindly done. 

E p0fi. 
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fan. My hlete is horribly in love with a thing yotl 
have, fweet queen. 

Helen. She (hall have it, my lord^ if it be not my Idrd 
Paris. 

fan. He ! no, iheUl none of him; they two are twain; 
Helen, Falling in, after falling out^ may make them 
-three. 

Tan. Come, come^ 1*11 hear no more of this 5 I'll fiii||f 
^ou a fong now. 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, fweet Ion!, 
thou haft a fine forehead. 

Van% Ay, you may, you may. 

Helena Let thy fong be love : this love will undo us all. 
C, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 
Tan. Love ! ay, that it (hall, i 'faith. 
Tar. Ay, good now, love, love, x>othing but love,. 
Tan. In good troth, it begins fo : 

tfyve^ Ume^ nothing but love y fttU more I 

Tory oh, lovers boiv 

Shoots buck and doe t 

the /haft confounds 

Not that it twounds^ 
But tickles fiiU the fore. 

nefe lovers cry — Ob ! oh I they die ! 

Yet that ivhich feems the tvound to kill^ 
Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha I ha ! be ! 

So dying love lives ftilli 
oh! oh! auuhiley but ha! ha! baf 
Oh ! oh ! groans out for ha ! ha ! ha ! 

ttcy ho I 

Helen. In love, i'faitb, to the very tip of the nofe. 

Tar 
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Par. He eats nothing but dovesy love \ and that breeds 
hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is love. 
Fair. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, hot 
; tiumghts, and hot deeds ? — Why, they are vipers : Is 
I kve a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a-field to- 
day? 

For. He^or, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armM to-day, 
hut my Nell would not have it fo. How chance my bro- 
ther Troilus went not ? 

Helen, He hangs the lip at fomething you know all, 
lord Pandarus. 

Ffl». Not I, hwiey-fweet queen. — I long to hear how 
they fped to-day. — You'll remember your brother's ex- 
cufe? 

far. To a hair. 

fan. Farewell, fweet queen. 

I Helen. Commend me to your niece. 
fan, I will, fweet queen. [Exit, 
[A Retreat founded, 
far. They arc come from field : let us to Priam's hall. 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muft woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his ftubborn buckles. 
With thefe your white enchanting fingers touch'd. 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of fteel. 
Or force of Greekifli finews 5 you (hall do more 
Than all the illand kings, difarm great Hedtor. 

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his fervant, Paris t 
Yea, what he (hall receive of us in duty 
Gifes us more palm in beauty than wc have 5 

fYea, overfliines ourfelf. 
Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

*rbe fame. Pandarus' Orchard* 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Pan. How now? where's thy mafter? at my coufia 
Crcflida's? 

Serv, No» fir j he Hays for you to condu^ him thither.. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan, O, here he comes. — How now, how newt 

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [^Exit Servant. 

Pan, Have you feen my coufin ? 

7ro, No, Pandarus : I ftalk about her door. 
Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon^ , • 

And give me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields^ 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Proposed for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's ihoulder pluck his painted wings. 
And fly with me to Creflid ! . , 

Pan, Walk here i'the orchard, I'll bring her flralght.. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Tro, I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relifh is fo fweet 
That it enchants my fenfe 5 What will it be. 
When that the watry palate taftes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed neftar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning deftruftion 5 or fome joy too fine, 
Too fubtle-potent, tun'd too fharp in fweet nefs. 
For the capacity of my ruder powers i 

I fear 
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I fear it much ; and I do fear befides. 
That I (hall lofe diftin6^ion in my joys $ 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus* 

Pan, She's making her ready, (he'll come ftraight : you 
rnnft be witty now. She does fo blufh, and fetches her 
-wind fo (hort, as if (he were fray'd with a fpritc : I'll fetch 
her. It is the prettieft villain : — (he fetches her breath as 
(hort as a ncw-ta'en fparrow. [Exit Pandarus, 

Tro. Even fuch a pa(rion doth embrace my bofom : 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulfe j 
And all my powers do their bellowing lofe. 
Like vafTalage at unawares encount'rin^ 
The eye of majefty. 

Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Come, come, what need you blu(h ? (harness a 
baby. — Here (he is now: fwear the oaths now to her, that 
you have fwom to me. — What, are you gone again ? you 
muft be watch'd ere you be made tame, muft you ? Come 
your ways, come your ways ; an yoii draw backward, 
we'll put you i'the fills. — Why do you not fpeak to her f 
^Comc, draw this curtain, and let's fee your pifture, 
Alas the day, how loath you are to offend day-light ! an 
'twere dark, you'd dofe fooner. So, foj rub on, and 
kifs the miftrefs. How now, a kifs in fee-farm! build 
there, carpenter j the air is fweet. — Nay, you (hall figh^ 
your hearts out, ere I part you. The faulcon as the tercelt 
for all the ducks i'the river i go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady, 

E 3 Pan* 
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Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but (he'll 
bereave you of the deeds too, if (he call your aftivity hi 
queftion. What, billing again ? Here's — In ^tnefs ivberi" 
of the- parties interchangeably — Come in, come in ; I'll go 
get a fire. {Exit P a n d a RU 8. 

Crcf, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tr<7. O Greffida, how often have I wifh'd me thus ? 

Cref. Wifli'd, my lord ? — The gods grant !— O my lord ! 

Trtf. What ftiould they grant ? what makes this pretty 
abruption ? What too curious dreg efpies my fweet lady 
in the fountain of our love ? 

Cref, More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes. 

Trtf, Fears make devils of cherubins j they never fee 
truly. 

Cref. Blind fear, that feeing reafon leads, finds fafeff 
footing than blind reafon Humbling without fear: To 
fear the worft, oft cures the worft. 

Tro, O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all Cupid'$ 
pageant there is prefented no monftcr. 

Cref Nor nothing monftrous neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings j when we vow to 
weep feas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers 5 thinking 
it harder for our miftrefs to devife impofition enough, than 
for us to undergo any difficulty impofed. This is the 
monftruofity in love, lady, — that the will is infinite, and 
the execution confined \ that the defire is boundlefs, sukI 
the 2Ldi a Have to limit. 

Cref They fay, all lovers fwear more performance thaui 
they are able, and yet referve an ability that they never 
perform; vowing more than the perfe6lion of ten, and 
difcharging lefs than the tenth part of one. They that 
have the voice of lions, and the a6b of hares, are they not 
monfters ? 

fro. Are there fuch \ fuch are not we s Praife us as we 
8 art 
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ire tafted, allow us as we prove; our hea4 ^sXL go bare» 
till merit crown it : no perfe^ion in reveriion (hall have % 
praife in prefent : we will not name defert, before hif 
birth \ and, being born, his addition (hall be humble. 
Few words to fair faith : Troilus (hall be fuch to Creflid, 
as what envy can fay woril, (hall be a mock for his truth % 
and what truth can fpeak trueft, not truer than Troilus. 
Cref. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Fan. What, blu(hing ftill ? have you not done talking 

yet? 

Cref, Well, uncle, what folly I ^commit, I dedicate to 
you. 

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy of you, 
you'll give him me : Be true to my lord : if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tro, YoM know now your homages \ your uncle*s word, 
and my firm faith. 

Pan, Nay, I'll give my word for her too j our kindred, 
though they be long ere thy are woo'd, they are conftant, 
being won s they are burs, I can tell you j they'll ftick 
where they are thrown. 

Cref. Boldnefs comes to me now, and brings me heart t— 
Prince Troilus, I have lovM you night and day. 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Creflid then fo hard to win ? 

Cref. Hard to feem won j but I was won, my lord^ 
With the firft glance that ever — Pardon me 5 — 
If I confefij much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now \ but not, till now, fo much 
But I might mafter it :— in f^ith, I lie 5 
My thoughts were like unbridled children^ grown 

E 4 ToQ 
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Too headftrong for their mother : Sec, we fools I 

Why have I blabbM ? who (hall be true to us. 

When we are fo unfecret to ourfelves ? 

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not % 

And yet, good faith, I wifti'd myfclf a man j 

Or that we women had men's privilege 

Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue j 

For, in this rapture, I (hall furely fpeak 

The thing I fhall repent. See, fee, your filence. 

Cunning in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws 

My very foul of counfel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro, And fliall, albeit fweet mufick iflues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i'fiith. 

Cref, My lord, I do befeech you, pardon me 5 
'Twas not my purpofe, thus to beg a kifs : 
I am a(ham'd ; — O heavens ! what have I done ?— 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

7r(7. Your leave, fweet CrelTid ? 

Pan, Leave I an you take leave till to-morrow morn- 
ing, 

Cref. Pray you, content you. 

^ro. What offends you, lady ? 

Cref, Sir, mine own company, 

Tro. You cannot (hun 

Yourfelf. 

Cref ' Let me go and try : 
I have a kind of felf refides with you 5 
But an unkind fclf, that itfelf will leave. 
To t)e another's fool. I would be gone j— 
Where is my wit ? I know not what I fpeak. 

Trtf. Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak fo 
wifely. 

Cref, Perchance, my lord, I (how more craft than love j 
And fcdl fo roundly to a large confeHlony 

1 . To 
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To angle for your thoughts : But you are wife | 
Or clfe you love not j For to be wife, and love. 
Exceeds man^s might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will perfume in you,) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love \ 
To keep her conftancy in plight and youth. 

Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 

That doth renew fwifter than blood decays I 

Or, that perfuafion could but thus convince me,^ 

That my integrity and truth to you 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 

Of fuch a winnow'd purity in love 5 

How were I then uplifted ! but, alas, 

I am as true as truth's fimplicity. 

And (impler than the infancy of truth. 
Cref. In that I'll war with you. 
7r0. O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who ftiall be moft right! 

True fwains in love (hall, in the world to come, 

Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes. 

Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare. 

Want (imiles, truth tir'd with iteration,— 

As true as fteel, as plantage to the moon. 

As fun to day, as turtle to her mate. 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the center,—* 

Yet, after all comparifons of truth, 

As truth's authentick author to be cited. 

As true as Troilus (hall crown up the verfe. 

And fan6tify the numbers. 
Cref. Prophet may you be ! 

If I be felfe, or fwerve a hair from truth. 

When time is old and hath forgot itfelf. 

When v^ater-dropt have worn the ftoncs of Troy, 

And 
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And blind oblivion fwallow'd cities up, 

And mighty ftates chara6lerlefs are grated 

To dufty nothing j yet let memory, 

From ^fe to falfe, among falfe maids in love. 

Upbraid my falfebood ! when they have faid^as hUe 

As air, as water, wind, or fandy earth. 

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 

Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon ; 

Yea, let them fay, to (tick the heart of falfehood. 

As falie as Creilid. 

Pan. Goto, a bargain made: feal it, feal it; Til be 
the witnefs. — Here I hold your hand j here, my couiin's. 
If ever you prove falfe one to another, fince I have taken 
fuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful goers- 
between be call'd to the world's end after my name, call 
them all — Pandars; let all conilant men be Troilufes, all 
falfe women Creilids, and all brokers-between Pandars ! 
fay, amen. 

Tfo. Amen. 

Cref. Amen. 

Part. Amen. Whereupon I will (liow you a chamber 
and a bed, which bed, becaufe it fliall not fpeak of your 
pretty encounters, prefs it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here. 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! [^Exeunt^ 



SCENE III. 
Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agambmnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nestor, 
AjAX, Menelaus, a^^Calchas. 

Col, Now» princes, for the fervice I have done you. 

The 



The advantage of the time prompts mc aloud 
To call for recompenfe. Appear it to your miiui» 
That, through die dght 1 bear in things, to J.<^ 
I have abandoned Troy, left my pofleilloay 
Iocarr*d a traitor^s name $ ei^pos'd myfelf> 
From certain and pofTefs^d conveniences. 
To doubtful fortunes; icqueft'ring from -me all 
That time, acquaintance, cu^om, and condition* 
Made tame and moft familiar to my nature; 
Aad here, to do you fervice, am become 
As new into the world, ft range, unacquainted % 
1 do befeech you, as in way of ta&t. 
To give me now a little beneHt, 
Out of thofe many regiller'd in promiie. 
Which, you &y, live to come in my behalf. 
Jgam. What would'ft thou of us, Trojan ? make de<« 
mand. 

Co/. You have a Trojan prifonpr, call'd Antenor» 
Ycfterday took; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore,) 
Defir^d my Creflid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath ftill deny'd : But this Antenor, 
I know, is fuch a wrell in their affairs. 
That their negotiations all muft (lack. 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almoft 
Give us a prince of blood,^ a fon of Priam, 
fai change of him : let him be fent, great princes. 

And he ihall buy my daughter ; and her prefence 

Shall quite ilrike ofE all fervice I have done. 

In mod accepted pain. 
Agam. Let Diomed bear him. 

And bring us Creifid hither ; Calchas ihal} havq 

What he requefts of us. — (?5od Diomed, 

Funufli you £uriy for this interchange i 

Withal, 
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Withal, bring word— if He£lor will to-morrow 
Be anfwer^d in his chuUenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio, This (hall I undertake ; and 'tis a burdea 
Which I ana proud to bear. 

lExeunt Diomedes and Calcha»« 

Enter Achilles ^«^/Patroclus, before their Tent. 

UJjff. 'Achilles Hands i'the entrance of his tent : — 
Pleafe it our general to pafs ftrangely by him> 
As if he were forgot ; — and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and-loofe regard upon him 
I will come laft : 'Tis like, he'll queftion me. 
Why fuch unplaufive eyes are bent, why tum'd, on him i 
If fo, I have derifion med'cinable, 
To ufe between your ftrangenefs and his pride, 
Which his Own will (hall have defire to drink \ 
It may do good : pride hath no other gla(S' 
To (how itfeif, but pride j for fupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Jgam, We'll execute your purpofe, and put on 
A form of (brangenefs as we pafs along j — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or elfe difdainfully, which (hall (hake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 

JcbiL What, comes tlie general to fpeak with me > 
You know my mind, I'll (ighfeno more 'gainft Troy. 

Agam, What fays Achilles ? would he aught with us ? 

Nefl. Would you, my lord, aught with the general ? 

Acbil. No. 

Neft. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam. The better. 

[fx^tf^/ Agamemnon Nestor. 

Ackil, Good day, good day. 

Men, How do you ? how do you ^ [Exk Menel aus. 

Acbil. 
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Achil. What, docs the cuckold fcorn mc ? 

Ajox, How now, Patrocliu ? 
Acb'tl. Good morrowj Ajax. 

Aja». Ha ? 

AchiL Good morrow. 

Ajux. Ay, and good next day too. 

{Exit Ajax. 

AchiL What mean the(e fellows? know they not 
Achilles ? 

Vatr, They pafs by ftrangely : they were us'd to bend. 
To fend their fmiles before them to Achilles 5 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 

AcbiL What, am I poor of late ? 

'Tis cert^n, Greatnefs, once fallen out with fortune^ • 
Mud fall out with men too \ What the declinM is. 
He (hall as foon read in the eyes of others. 
As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies. 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the fummer{. 
And not a man, for being (imply man, 
Hath any honour ; but honour for thofe honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour^ 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being flippery ftanderSf 
The love that leanM on them as flippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together i 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not fo with me : 
Fortune and I are friends 5 I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did poflefs, 
Save thefe men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyflcs } 
ril interrupt his reading. — 
How now, Ulyfles? 
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Ufxf. Now, great Thetis' fon? 

Jcbil. What arc you reading ? 

Uljf, A ftrangc fellow here 

Writes me, That man— how dearly ever parted. 
How much in having, or without, or in,— 
Cannot make boad: to have that which he hath. 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by refleftion j 
As: when his virtues ftining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the firft giver. 

Acbii, This is not ftrange, Ulyfles.. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends itfelf 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itfelf 
(Thjrt moft pure fpirit of fenfe) behold itfelf. 
Not going from itfelf 5 but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For fpeculation turns not to itfelf. 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may fee itfelf : this is not ftrange at alL 

UfyJ] I do not ftrain at the pofition. 
It is femiliar ; but at the author's drift : 
Who, in his circumllance, exprefsly proves— 
That no man is the lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much confifting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of bimfelf know them for aught 
Till he behold them form'd in the applaufe 
Where they are extended j which, like an arch, reverbe- 
rates 

The voice again j or like a gate of fteel 

Fronting the fun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this^ 

And 
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id apprehended here immediately 
le unknown Ajax. 

savensy what a man is there I a very horfef 
hat has he knows not what. Nature^ what tiuagt thert 
are, 

foft ahjedb in regard » and dear in ufe ! 

^hat things again moft^lear in the efteem> 

Lnd poor in worth I Now ihall we fee to-morrowy 

i.n a£t that very chance doth throw upon him« 

Vjax renbwnM. O heavens, what ibme men do, 

Vhtle feme men leave to do ! 

low feme men creep in fkittiih fortune^s hall, 

Whiles cithers play the idiots in her eyes I 

Sow one man eats into another^s pride. 

While piide is fafting in his wantoanefs I 

To lee thefe Grecian lords! — why, even already 

They clap the lubber Ajax on the AonWcr i 

As if his foot were on brave He6tor*s breaft. 

And great Troy Ihrinkin^. 

JcbiL I do believe it s for they pafsM by me. 
As mifers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot ? 
Uljjlf. Time hath, my lord, a wailet at his back. 

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-fiz*d monfter of ingratitodes : 

Thofe fcraps are good deeds paft ; which are devoured 

As fall as they are made, forgot as foon 

As done t PerT^verance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright t To have done, is to hang 

Quite out of faihion, like a rufty mail 

In monumental mockery. Take the inftant way j 

For hononr travels in a ftrait fo narrow. 

Where one but goes abreaft : keep then the path j 

For emulation hath a thoufand fons. 
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That one by one purfue s If you give way. 

Or hedge afide from the dire6l forthright, ^ 

Like to an entered tide, they all rulh by. 

And leave you hindmoft } — 

Or, like a gallant horfe fallen in firft rank. 

Lie there for pavement to the abjeft rear. 

O'er- run and trampled on : Then what they do in prefent. 

Though lefs than yours in paft, mull o'ertop yours i 

For time is like a faihionable hoft. 

That fligbtly (hakes his parting gqcft by the hand $ 

And with his arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly, 

Grafps-in the comer : Welcome ever fmiles. 

And farewell goes out fighing. O, let not virtue ieek 

Kemuneration for the thing it was ; 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, defert in fervice. 

Love, friendftiip, charity, are fubjefts all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole word kin,— 

That all, with one confent, praife new-born gawds. 

Though they are made and moulded of things pall ^ 

And give to dud, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o>r-dufled. 

The prcfent eye praifes the prefent objeft : 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man. 

That all the Greeks begin to worftiip Ajax j 

Since things in motion fooner catch the eye. 

Than what not ftirs. The cry went once on thee. 

And ftill it miglit, and yet it may again. 

If thou would' ft not entomb thyfelf alive. 

And cafe thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late. 

Made emulous miflions 'mongft the gods themfelvcff. 

And drave great Mars to fa^lion. 

JchiL 
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Achil. Of this my privacy 

I have ftrong reafons. 

l^p^ But ^gainft )rour privacy 

The realbns arc more potent and heroical : 
'Tb known» Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achd. Ha! known? 

IJlyff- Is that a wonder ? ■ 
The providence that's in a watchful ftate. 
Knows almoft every grain of Plutus' gold | 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehendve deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almoft, like the gods» 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a myftery (with whom relation 
Dorft never meddle) in the foul of ftate \ . 
Which hath an operadon more divine. 
Than breath, or pen, can give exprefllire to s 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy> 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord \ 
And better would-it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hcdor^ than Polyxena t 
But it muft grieve young Pyrrhus now at home. 
When fame ftiall in our iflands found her trump \ 
And all the Greekifh girls (hall tripping iing,— 
Gruifk Hf39r*s J^er did Achilles tvia ^ 
But our great Ajax bra*vely beat doim bim» 
Farewell^ my lord : I as your lover fpeak | 
The fool Aides o'er the ice that you fliould break. [Exit. 

Pair. To this tffeSt, Achilles, have I mov'd you : 
A woman impudent and mannifti grown 
Is not more loaith'd than an efteminate man 
In time of action. I ftand condemned for this j 
They thinks my little ftomach to the war. 
And your great love to me, reftmins you thus t 

F Sweet, 



Sweef, ron£t youifelf { and tbe weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloofe his amorous fohlf 
And, like a dew-drop from the fiott^s niane» 
Be (hook to air. 

JcbfL ShaU Ajax fight widi Heaor ? 

Patr. Ay ; and> perhaps, receive much honosr by hinu 

Acbil. I fee, my reputation is at ftake $ 
My hmt is Ihrewdly gor*d. 

Patr. O, tfken beware $ 

Thofe wounds:heal ill, that men do give Uiem£cWe»s 
Omiflion to do what is ncccffary 
Seals a commifliom to a blank of dan^ j 
And danger, like an ague, fubcly taints 
Even then when we fit idly m the fun, 

AcbiJ. Go call Therfites fatther, fweet P^ock» t 
I'll fend the fool to Ajax, and defire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after tbe combat. 
To fee us here unarmed t I have a woman's kmgtoi^ 
An appetite that I am fick withal. 
To fee great He6lor in his weeds of peace y 
To talk with him, and to behold his vilagCt 
Even to my foil of view. A laAiour £Kv*d t 

EnHt TKiitsiTts. 

^er, A wonder f 
Acbii. What? 

^er. Ajax goes tfp awl down the fidd, ^^tkxag fat kirn* 
felf. 
Acbil. How fo ? 

Tbtr. He muft fight fingly to-morrow with HcAor; and 
is fo prophetically proud of an berMcal cudgelling t tb4t bv 
saves in &ying nothing. 

AM. How can that btf 
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7%rr. Why, be ftalks up and down like 1 peacock, a 
ftride, and a fbind : ruminates, like an hoftefs, that hath 
no arithmetick but her brain to fet down her reckoning i 
bites his lip with a politick regard, as who (hould 
there were wit in this head, an ^twould out ; and fb there 
is; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will 
Bot (how without knocking. The man*s undone for 
ever; for if Heftor break not his neck i^the combat, he*ll 
break it himfelf in vain-glory. He knows not me : I faid^ 
Cood nknrowt Ajast ; and he replies. Thanks ^ Agamemnon* 
What think you of this man, that takes me for the gene* 
tai ? He is grown a very land-fifh^ languagelefs, a monfl^ef. 
A plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both fide^, 
like a leather jerkin. 
Acbil. Thoii muft be my embaflador to him, Theriitet* 
Tber. Who, I ? why, he'll anfwer nobody ; he profeflet 
not anfwering; fpeaking is for beggars; he wears his 
toBg^ in lU8 arms. I will put on his prefence ; let Pa« 
troclus make demands to me, you fliall fee the pageant of 
Ajax. 

AcbiL To him, Patroclus s Tell him,— I humbly deiire 
die valiant Ajax, to invite the moft valorous Heflor to 
come unarmM to my tent ; and to procure fafe conduft 
for hit perfbn, of the magnanimous, and moft illuftrioas, 
ix*K>r-i^en-tiiBe9-honour*d captam-gcneralx>f the Oreciaa 
irmy, Agamemnon. Do this, 

Fatr. Jove blefs great Ajax. 

Tber. Humph I 

Fatr. I come from the worthy Achilles,—^ 
Tber. Ha! 

Fair. Who moft humbly deiires yoii, to invite H^or 
to his tent}— 
Tlur, Humph! 

Fair, And to procure (afe conduct from Agamemnon. 

F a TbiT. 



68 



TR0ILU8 AND CRBB8IDA« III, 



^ber* Agamemnon? 
Pair, Ay, my lord. 
Her. Ha! 

Pair. What fay you to't? 

ffber. God be wi' you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Youranfwer, fir. 

Her. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock it 
will go one way or other; howfoever, he (ball pay for me 
ere he has me. 

Patr, Youranfwer, fir. 

Her. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Acbil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he } 

Her. No, but he's out o'tune thus. What muiick will 
€e in him when He6Vor has knock*d out his brains, I knovf 
not : But, I am fure, none \ unlefs the fiddler Apollo get 
his iinews to make catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou fhalt bear a letter to him ftraight. 

Her. Let me bear another to his horfe \ for that's tht 
more capable creature. 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain ftirr'd j 
And I myfelf fee not the bottom of it. 

\Exeunt Achilles'/7«</ Patroclus* 

Her, 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an afs at it 1 I had rather be a 
tick in a iheep, than fuch a valiant ij;norance. \J^xiU 
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Troy. A Street. 

at one fide, ^neas, a;?^ Servant, *with a torch \ at 
nbcTy Paris, Deiphobus, Antenor, Diombiies, 
Others^ ivith torches* 

. See, ho ! who's that there > 

*Tis the lord ^neat» 

e. Is the prince there in perfoA 
' fo good occafion ^o lie long, 

>u, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly bufinefs 

d rob my bed-n^ite of my company. 

. That's my mind too. — Good morrow, lord .^Sneas. 

A valiant Greek, ^neas ; take his hand t 
cfs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein 
bold— how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
taunt yoQ in the field. 

te, . Health to you, valiant fir, 

ig all queftion of the gentle truce : 
vrhen I meet you arm'd, as black defiance, 
;art can think, or courage execute. 

f. The one and other Diomed embraces. 
)loods are now in calm } and, fo long, health t 
vhe^ contention and occafion meet, 

)ve, I'll play the hunter for thy life, 
all my force, purfuit, and policy. 
te. And thou (halt hunt a lion, that will fly 
1 his face backward. — In humane gentlenefs* 
ome to Troy I now, by Anchifes' life, 
:oinc, indeed I By Venus' hand I fwear, 

F 3 No 
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SCENE II. 
The fame. Court before the boufe of Pandaras. 
Enter Tkqilvs and Ckzs^ih Pi. 

*fro. Dear, trouble not yoiirfelf ; the morn is cold, 

Cref Then, fweet my lord, I'll call mine uncle down ) 
He fliall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not j 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill thofe pretty eyes. 
And give as foft attachment to thy fenfes. 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cref, Good morrow then. 

Tro. 'Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cref Are you aweary of me? 

TVo. O CreflUda ! but that the bufy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Cref Night hath been too brief. 

Tro, Beflirew the witch! with venomous wights (be 
ftays. 

As tedioufly as hell ; but flies the grafps of love. 
With wings mpre momentary -fwift than thought, 
you will catch cold, and curfe me. 

Cref Pr'ythee, tarry 5— 

You men will never tarry.—- 
O foolifli Creflid !— I might have ftill held off. 
And then you would have tarry 'd. Hark ! there's one 
up. 

Pan, [Witbin,'\ What, ar^ all the doors open here ? 
Tr^t It i3 your uncle. 

Enter 
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Enter Pandarus. 

Cref, A peftilence on him ! now will he be mocking : 
I (ball have fuch a life, 

Pan, How now, how now ? how go maidenheads ? 
—Here, you maid ! where's my couiin Creflid ? 

Cref. Go hang yourfelf, you naughty mocking uncle I 
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan, To do what? to do what? — let her fay what: 
what have I brought yoia to do ? 

Cref. Come, come j bcflirew your heart! you'll ne'er 
be goody 
Nor fuffer others. 

Pan, Hri, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! a poor capocchia !— 
haft not ilept to-night ? would he not, a naughty man, 
let it fleep ? a bugbear take him I [Knocking, 

Cref. Did not I tell you ? — *would he were knocked o'the 
bead !— 

Who's that at door ? good uncle, go and fee.— 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You fmile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha, hal 

Cref, Come, you are deceived, I think of no fuch 
thing. — [Knocking, 
How earnellly they k<nock ! — pray you, come in j 
I would not for half Troy have you feen here. 

[Exeunt Troilvs ami Cressida. 
Pan, [Going to the door."] Who's there ? what's the mat- 
ter ? will you beat down the door ? How now ? what's 
the matter ? 

Enter iENEAs, 
JEne, Good morrowi lord, good morrow. 

Fan, 



Fan^ Who's there? my lord JEneas? By my troths I ij 
knew you not : what news with yoa fo early ? 

JEne, Is not prince Troilus here ? q 

Ban. Here ! what ftould he do here ? 

Mne, Come, be is here, my lord, do not deny hhn { ^ i 
It doth import him much, to fpeak with me. 

?an. Is be here, fay you ? *tis more than I know» 
I'H be fworn : — For my own part, I came in late : 
What ihould he do here ? % 

/Ene, Who ! — nay, then : — l 
Come, come, you'll do him wrong erfe you arc 'ware t = 
You'll be fo true to him, to be falfe to him j 
Po not you know of him, yet go fetch him hither; 
Go. 

As Pandarus is going out. Enter Troilus. 

Tro, How now ? what's the matter? 

jEne, My lord, I fcarce have leifure to falutc you, 
My matter is fo ralh : There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deipbobus, 
The Grecian Dioraed, and our Antenor 
Dclivcr'd to us ; and for him forthwith. 
Ere the fiift facrifice, within tliis hour. 
We muft give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady Creffida. 

Tra. Is it fo concluded ? 

JEne, By Priam, and the general ftate of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. j 

fro, Hcfsif my achievements mock me ! , . 

J will go meet them: and, my lord ^neas, 
We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

^m. Good, good, my lord | the iecrets of nature * 

Have ^ 



Have not moie gift m t^ckamity. 

Paw* Is't poflSbk ? no fooner got, but loft ? The devil 
take Antenor ! the young prin(:e will go mad. A plague 
Upon Astdner 1 { woiil4> they had brokers iveck 1 

lar^ Cres$iiia« 

Crrf. How now ? What is the matter } Who was here f 
Pan. Ah, ah ! 

Ore/, Why figh yo» fo profoundly ? wherc's my lord 
gone ? 

Tell me, fweet uncle, what's the matter ? 

Pom. 'Would I were as deep under the earth> as I am 
sbove? 

Cref, O the gods !— what's the matter ? 

Pan. Pr'ythee, get thee in ; 'Would thou had'ft ne'er 
been born I I knew, thou would^fl: be his death O ^oor 
gentleman ! — A plague upon Antenor ! 

Cref, Good unole, I befeech you on my knees, 
I befeech you, what's the matter ? 

Pan, Thou muft be gone, wench, thou mud be gone i 
tlum. art changed for Antenor : thou muft to thy father, 
and be gone from Troiius } 'twill be his death ^ 'twill be 
|us bane i he cannot bear it. 

Cref, O you immortal gods 1— I will not go. 

P&tr- Thou muft. 

Cref, I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father^ 
I know no touch qf confanguinity j 
|Io kin, no love, no blood, no foul ib near me^ 
As the fweet Troiius. — O you gods divine! 
Make Creflid's name the very crown of falfehood. 
If ever ihe leave Troiius ! Time, force, and death, 
f Do to thif body what extremes you can j 

But 
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But the ftrong bafe and building of my love 

Is as the very centre of the earth, 

T)rawing all things to it. — 1*11 go in, and weeps — 

* Pan. Do, do. 

Cref. Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praifed 
cheeks ) 

Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart 
With founding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

SCENE III. 
/ The fame. Before Pandarus' Houfe. 

Bfifer Fakis, Troilus, ^neas, Dei^uobuS) Ante« 

NOR, /zWDlOMEDES. 

Par, It is great morning 5 and the hour prefixM 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faft upon : — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what fhe is to do. 
And hafte her to the purpofe. 

Tro. Walk in to her houfes 

'I'll bring her to the Grecian prefently : 
And to this hand when I deliver her. 
Think it an altar j and thy brother Troilus 
A priell, there offering to it his own heart. lExit, 

Par, I know what 'tis to love 5 
And 'would, as I (hall pity, I could help !— • 
Fleafe you, walk in, my lords. IBxemt. 
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SCENE IV. 
The fame. A Room in Pandarus* Houfe, 
Enter Pandarus Chessida, 

Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref, Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfeft, that I tafte. 
And violenteth in a fenfe as ftrong 
As that which caufeth it : How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporize with my affe£(ion. 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate. 
The like allayment could I give my grief : 
My love admits ho qualifying drofs \ 
No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs. 

Enter Tmilvs. 

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.— Ah fweet ducks ? 
Cref. OTroilus! Troilus! [Embracing bim. 

Pan. What a pair of fpeflacles is here i Let me embrace 
too : O heart, — as the goodly faying is,— 
' heart, o heavy heart, 

Whyf^h'ft thou ivithout breaking f 
where he anfwers again, 

Becaufe thou canji not eafe thy fmart^ 
Bj firiendjhip, nor by fpeaking. 
There never was a truer rhyme. Let us caft away no* 
tlung, for we may live to have need of fuch a verfe j wc 
fee it, we fee it. — How now, lambs ? 

7r0. Crefiid, I love thee in fo flrain'd a purity. 
That the blefl gods— as apgry with my fancy, 

More 
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More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold Hps blow to their deities, — take thee frM. me. 

Cref* Have the gods envy f 

Pan. Ay^ ay, ay, ay j *tis too pdain a cafe. 

Cref. And Is it tf ue, that I mitft go from Troy ? 

Tro, A hateftd truth. 

Cnef. What, and ftom Troilat totf f 

Tr; From Troy, and TVoilU^. 

Cref. Isitpdifible? 

7ro, And fuddenly 5 where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, jttftles fougMy by 
All time of paufe, nidrly beguiles our Hps 
Of all rejoindurc, forcibly prevents 
Our locked embrafures, ftfangles our deaf vow* 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath 1 
We two, that with fo many thoufand (ighs 
Did buy each other, muft poorly fell ourfelve^ 
With the rude brevity and difcharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's hafte. 
Crams his rich thievery upi he knows not how s 
As many farewells as be ftafs in heaven, 
With diftinft breath and confign'd kilfes to them. 
He fiimblcs up into a loofe adien ; 
And fcants us with a fingle famifhM kifs, 
Diftafted with the fait of broken tears. 

^ne, [tVitbinJ] My lord ! is the lady ready ? 

Tr0. Hark ! you are callM : Some fay, the Genius tat 
Cries, Come! to him tliat inftantly muft die.— 
Bid them have patience ; ihe (hall come anon. 

Pan, Where arc my tears ? rain, to lay this wind> or 
my heart wifl be blown up by the root I 

\^Extt Pandarvs* 

Cref. I muft then to the Grecians ? 

^Tra. No remedy. 

Cref. 
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Cref, A woeful Creffid *mottgft the merry Greeks !— 
When ihali we iee again ? 

Tro, Hear me, mjlove: Be thou but true of lieartr*— 

Cref. I true 1 how now ? what wicked deem ia thia 7 

Tr0. Nay, we muft ufe expoihijatioii: kindly. 
For it is parting from us :— • 
I fpeak not, be tbou true, as fearing thee $ 
Tor I will throw my gloTe to death fatm&Uv 
That there*s no macttlation in thy heart : 
Bat, be tbou ime, Qlj I, to falhion m 
My fequent proteftation } be thou true. 
And I will fee thee. 

Cref. Og you (hall be exposed, my lord, to dangera 
As infinite as imminent I but, I*U be true. 

Tra. Attd I'll grow fnend with danger. Wear this fleevew 

Cref, And you this glove. When (hall I iee yoa? 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian fentiaelsy 
To give thee nightly vifitackm. 
Butyety be true. 

Cref. O beaveaa I— be true, agaia f 

Tro. Hear wby I fpeak it, loTej 
The Grecian youtfaa are fuU of quality { 
They*re loving, well compoa'd, with gifts of nature flow-i 
ing* 

And A^elling o^er with arts and exercife $ 
Haw Boveky may move, and parts with peribiit 
Alas, a kind of godly jealoufy 
(Which, I befcech you, call a virtuous fin,) 
Makes me afeard. 

Cref, O heavens ! you love me not. 

Tr§» Die I a viUain then I 
In this I do not call your faith in queftion. 
So mainly my merit : I cannot fing. 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor fweeten talk»^ 

Nor 
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Nor play at fubtle gamei } fair virtues alU 

To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant } ' ^ 

But I can tell, that in each grace of thefe 

There lurks a flill and dumb-difcouriive devil. 

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cref, Do you think, I will ? 

Tro, No. 

But fomething may be done, that we will not : 
And fometimes we are devils to ourfelves. 
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Prefuming on their changeful potency. 

JElne, I frit bin ] Nay, good my lord, 

Tro. Come, kifs j and let us part. 

Par. [fFitbin.l Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither I 

And bring ^neas, and the Grecian, with you. 

Cref. My lord, will you be true ? 

Tro. Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault i 
While others fi(h with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere fimplicity; 
Whilft fome with cunning gild their copper crowns. 
With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare. 
Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is — plain, and true, — there's all the reach of it. 

Enter ^neas, Paris, Antenor, DEiPHOBtrs, and 

DlOMEDES. 

Welcome, fir Diomed I here is the lady. 
Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand 5 
And, by the way, pofTefs thee what Ihe is. 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my foul, fair Greek, 
If e'er thou ftand at mercy of my fword. 

Name 
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Name Creflid, and tby life (ball be as fafe 
As Priam is in lUon. 

. Fair lady Cre(fid» 

So pleafe you, fave the thanks this prince expefis i 
The luftre in your eye, heaven in your cheek. 
Pleads your fair iifage \ and to Diomed ) 
Vou (hall be miftrefs, and command him whony4 

Grecian, thou doft not ufe me courteouily. 
To (hamc the zeal of my petition to thee. 
In praiiing her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-foaring o^er thy praifes. 
As thou unworthy to be caird her fervant. 
I charge thee, ufe her well, even for my charge | 
^or, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doft not, 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
ril cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus a 

Let me be privileged by my place, and meilage. 
To be a fpeaker free; when I am hence, 
I'll anfwer to my luft : And know you, lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge: To her own worth 
She (hall be prized ; but that you fay — be't fo, 
I'll fpeak it in my fpirit and honour, — no« 

Trfl. Come, to the port.— I'll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave (hall oft make thee to hide thy head. — 
Lady, give me your band \ and, as we walk. 
To our own felves bend we our needful talk. 

[iE>fiw/ Troilus, Cressida, «»iDiOMKD. 

\T^rumptt beard. 

Par. Hark ! Heftor's trumpet. 

JEne> How have we fpent this morning I 

The prince muft think me tardy and remifs. 
That fwore to ride before him to the £eld. 

G P«r. 
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Par, 'Tis Trollut' fault: Conie> come, to field with 
him. 

Dei, Let us make ready ftralght. 

J£f/e, Yea, with a bridegroom's frelh alacrityy 
Let us addrefs to tend on Hector's heels ; 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his feir worth, and finglc chivalry. [Exeunt, 



SCENE V. 

Tie Grecian Camp, Lifts fet out. 

Enter Ajkx,arm*di Agamemnon, Achilles, Patro- 
CLUS, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and Others, 

Agam, Here art thou in appointment frelh and fair, 
Anticipating time with darting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant. 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax, Thou, trumpet, there's my purfe. 

Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy fphered bias cheek 
Out-fwell the cholick of pufTd Aquilon : 
Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout blood j 
Thou blow'ft for Heflor. [ T rumpet fmidtt 

Ulyjf, N6 trumpet anfwers. 

Acbil, 'Tis but early days. 

Agam, Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' daughter? 

Vfyjf, 'Tis he, I ten the manner of his gait j 
He rifes on the toe : that fpirit of his 
In afpiratiou lifts him from the earth. 

Enter 
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£nter Dio MED, urttb Ckessw a, 

Agam, Is this the lady Crfcilid ? 

bio, Etcn fhe. 

A^am, Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fwect lady. 

Neft. Oar general doth faltite you with a kifs. 

Uly£\ Yet is the kindnefs but particular 5 
*Twere better*, fhe wcfe kifs'd in general. 

Neft, And very coUrtly counfel : I'll begin.— 
So much for Neftor. 

AcbiL I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady t 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kiffing once. 

Patr. But that^s no argument for kiffing now : 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment ; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 

Ulyll\ O deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns ! 
For which we lofe our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr. The firft was Menelaus* kifs \ — this, mine : 
Patroclus kilFet you. 

Men. O, this is trim ! 

Pair. Paris, and I, kifs evermore for him. 

Men, I'll have my kifs, fir : — Lady, by your leave. 

Cref. In kiffing, do you render, or receive ? 

Patr, Both take and give. 

Cref, I'll make my match to live. 

The kifi you take is better than you give j 
Therefore no kifs. 
Men, I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 
Cref, You're an odd man ; give even, or give none. 
Men, An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 
Cref No, Paris is not j for, you know, 'tis true. 
That you arc odd, and he is even with you. 

G 2 Men. . 
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Mtn, You fillip me o'thc head. 

Cref. No, Til be fwora. 

Ulylf, It were no match, your nadl agamft his horn.— - 
May I, fweet lady, beg a kifs of you ? 

Cref, You may. 

Uljif. I do dcfire it. 

Cref. Why, beg then. 

Vlylf. Why then, for Venus' iake, give me a kift. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 

Cref, I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due. 

UfyJ* Never's my day, and then a kifs of you. , * 

Dio. Lady, a word 5 — I'll bring you t© your father. 

[DiOMED leads out CRESSIDiU ^ 

Neft» A woman of quick fenfe. ^ 
Vlylf, Fie, fie upon her! 

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, ^ 
Nay, her foot fpeaks 5 her wanton fpirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. *^ 
O, thefe encounterers, fo glib of tongue, 
That give a coalling welcome ere it comes^ 
And wide unclafp the tables of their thoughts 
T^o every tickli(h reader ! fet them down ^ 
For fluttilh fpoils of opportunity, i 
And daughters of the game. [Trumpet imtbitf. 

All. The Trojans' trumpet. 

Jgam. Yonder comes the troop. 

I 

Enter Hector, arm*Ji ^neas, Troilus, ami 9ihir ^ 
Trejans, uuitb Attendants. ' 

JEne. Hail, all the ibte of Greece 1 what (ball be done 
To him that viftory comman4s ? Or do you purpofe, 
A viflor (hall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 

Purfue 
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ach other $ or (hall they be divided 
iroice or order of the field } 
>ade aik. 

Which way would Heftor have it > 

He cares not, heMl obey conditions. 

*Tis done like He£tor $ but fecurely done^ 
proudly, and great deal niifprizing 
ght opposM. 

If not Achilles, fir, 

your name ? 

If not Achilles, nothing. 
Therefore Achilles 2 But, whatever, know this j— 
xtremity of great and little, 
ind pride excel themfelves in He6lor $ 
* almoft as infinite as all, 
ler blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
at, which looks like pride, is courtefy, 
jax is half made of He£tor*s blood : 
whereof, half Hedor ftays at home $ 
art, half haiid, half He^or comes to feek 
ended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
A maiden battle then ?— O, I perceive you* 

Re-enter Oiomed. 

(. Here is fir Diomed s— Go, gentle knight, 

ty our Ajax : as you and lord ^ncas 

t upon the order of their fight, 

: ; either to the uttermoft, 

a breath t the combatants being kin, 

Ints their (Irife before their ftrokes begin. 

[Ajax and Hector enter the lifts. 
They arc oppos'd already, 
r. What Trojan is that lame that looks fo heavy? 

G 3 Ulyff. 
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Ulyjf. The youngcft fon of Priam, a true knight $ 
Not yet mature, yet matchlefs ; firm of word 5 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs iu his tongue ; 
Not fopn provok'd, nor, being provok'd, foon talm'd i 
Ilis heart and hand both open, and both fre^ ; 
For what he has, he gives, ^yiiat thinks, he (hows j 
Yet gives he not till judgement guide his bounty, . 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 
Manly as Heftor, but more dangerous } 
For He6lor, in his blaze of wrath, fubfcribes 
To tender objedis j but he, in heat of a6lioi), ; 
Is more vindicative than jealous love : ^. 
They cjll him Troilusi and on him ere6t 
A fecond hope, as fairly buijt as Hedlor. 
Thus Uys -^neas j oi>e that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, wifh private foul, \ 
Pid in great Ilion thus tranflate him to me. '.^ 
[Alarum. Hzqt OK and h} ax fights ilc 

Again, They ^re in aftion. i* 

Nefi, Novy, Ajax, hojd thine own 1 

Tro, Hfiflor, thou fleep'il } ^ 

Awake thee I i; 

Agam, His blows are well difpos'd : — there, Ajax ! :^ 

Dio, You niuft no naore. [Trumpets ceafe, ; 

Mne, Princes, enough, fo pleafe you^ ^ 

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio, As He6tor pleafes . ; 

Heil, Why then, will I no more :-r- j 

Thou art, great lord, my father's filler's fon, 
A coufin-german to great Priam's feed j 
The obligation of pur blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain : 
Were thy com mixtion Greek and Trojan fo, 
Thsit thou could'it iay — This band is Grecian all. 

And 
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1 ind this is Trojan ; the Jmtvjs of this leg 
Ml Greek , and this all Troyi my mother^ s blood 
huu on the dexter cbeekt and tb 'u fimfter 
BowfdS'in my father^ s ; by Jove multipotent^ 
Thou (hould'ft not bear from me a Greekilh member 
Wherein my fword had not impreflfure made 
Of our rank feud : But the juft gods gainfay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ft from thy mother. 
My facred aunt, ihould by my mortal fword 
Be drained ! Let roe embrace thee, Ajax t 
By him that thunders, thou hali lufty arn)s ; 
fiedor would have them fall upon him thus : 
Coufin, all honour to thee 1 

Ajax. I thank thee, HciClor i 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee, coufin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

He3, Not Neoptolerous fo mirable 
(On whofe bright creft Fame with her loud'ft O yet 
Cries, Tins it he,) could promife to himfelf 
A thought of added honour torn from He^lor. 

^ne. There is expectance here from both the (Ides, 
l^hat funher you will do. 

He^, We'll anfwer it ; 

The ilTue is embracement : — Ajax, farewell, 
Jjax, If I might in entreaties find fuccefs, 
(A^feid I have the chance,) I would defire 
My famous coufin to our Grecian tents^ 

Dio, ^Tis Agamemnon's wifh : and great Achillet 
Doth long to fee unarmed the valiant He^or. 

He£t, iSneas, call my brother Troilu3 to me » 
And fignify this loving interview 
To the expc^ers of our Trojan part s 

G 4 Defire 
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Defire them home. — Give me thy band, my coufin § 
X will go eat with thee, and fee your knights. 

Jjax, Great Agamemnon comes to meet us her«. 

H^S, The worthiell of them tell me name by name } 
But for Achilles, my own fearching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly fize. 

Agam, Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of fuch an enemy; 
But that*s no welcome : Underiland more clear. 
What's paft, and vihat^s to come, is ftrew*d with huflcs 
And formlefs ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain^ purely from all hollow bia; -drawing. 
Bids thee, with moft divine integrity. 
From heart of very heart, great Heftor, welcome. 

He3, I thank thee, moft imperious Agamemnon. 

Agam, My well fainM lord of Troy, no lefs to you. 

[To Troilus, 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greeting ;— 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

HeSi, Whom muft we anfwcr ? 

M^m. The noble Menelaus. 

HeSi, O you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ! 
Mock not, that I affedlt the untraded oath $ 
Your quondam wife fwears ftill by Venus' glove i 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, (ir ; (he's a deadly theme, 

He3, O, pardon \ I ofllvnd. 

Jieft, I have, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft, 
)4ibQuring for deftiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekifli youth : and I have feen thee. 
As hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Phrygian deed, 
Pef|>iiiog man^ foifeits a|id fabduementS| 
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When thou haft hung thy advanced fword i*the air> 
Not letting it decline on the declin d \ 
That I have faid to feme my llanders-by, 
Ui Jupit^ is yonder 9 dealing life ! 
And I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breathy 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 
I*ike an Olympian wreftling : This have I fetn j 
But this thy countenance, ftijl lockM in fteel, 
I never faw till now, I knew thy grandfire. 
And once fought with him : he was a ibidier good | 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee % 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

J£ne, 'Tis the old Neftor. 

He3, Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle. 
That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time :— 
Moft reverend Neftor, I am glad to clafp thee. 

Neft, I would, my arms could match thee in contention. 
As they contend with thee in courtefy. 

He^. I would they could. 

Neft. Ha! 

By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have feen the time— 

UfyO", I wonder now how yonder city Hands, 
When we have here her bafe and pillar by us. 

He^, I know your favour, lord Ulyfles, well. 
Ah, fir, therr's many a Greek and Trojan dead. 
Since firft I (aw yourfelf and Diomed 
la Ilion, on your Greekiih embafly. 

VljlS', Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue t 
My prophecy is but half his journey yer } 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town. 
Yon towers, wbofe wanton tops do bufs the clouds, 
Mttft kiis their own feet. 
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HeB^. I muft not believe you : 

There they ftand yet ; and modcftly I think. 
The fall of every Phrygian ft one will coft 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all | 
And that old common arbitrator, time. 
Will one day end it. 

Vlyjf. So to him we Ifcave it. 

Moft gentle, and moft valiant Hector, welcome : 
After the general, I l>efeech you next 
To feaft with m", and fee me at my tent. 

Achil I fhall foreftall thee, lord Ulyfles, thou 
Now, HefVor, I have fed mine eyes on thee 5 
I have with exa6^ view perus'*d thee, He^lor, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Eea, Is this Achilles ? 

Ach\U I am Achilles. 

HeB. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
Ach'tL Behold thy fill. 

Hscf. Nay, I have done already. 

Ach'iL Thou art too brief ; I will the fecond time. 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Heii. O, like a book of fport thouMt read me o'er | 
But there's more in me, than thou underftand'lt. 
Why doft thou fo opprefs me with thine eye ? 

Ach'il. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy him ? whether there, there, or there ? 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make diliinft the very breach, whereout 
He£tor's great fpirit flew : Anfwer me, heavens ! 

HeS, It would difcredit the blefs'd gods, proud man. 
To anfwer fuch a qucrtion : Stand again : 
ThinkMl thou to catch my life fo pleafantly. 
As to prenominate in nice conjefture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

AchiL 
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Add, 



I tell tbee> yea. 



HeS, Wert thou an oracle to tell me (b, 
rd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well } 
For ril not kill thee there, nor there, nor there } 
But, by the forge that (lithyM Mars his helm* 
rU kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er.— 
You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag. 
His infolence draws folly from my lips \ 
But ril endeavour deeds to match thefe wordiy 
Or may I never 

Ajax, Do not chafe thee, couiin • 

And you Achilles, Jet thefe threats alone, 
Tiil accident, or purpofe, bring you to't : 
You may have every day enough of Hei^or, 
If you have Itoinach ; tlie general Itate, I fear^ 
Can fcarce entreat you to be odd with him. 

HeS. I pray you, let us fee you in the field ; 
We have had pelting wars, fince you refusM 
The Grecians' caufe. 

Acbil, Doft thou entreat me, Heflor ? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death j 
To-night, all friends. 

He£i, Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam, Firft, all you j eers of Greece, go to my tent $ 
There in the full convive we : afterwards. 
As Hedtor's leifure and your bounties fhall 
Concur together, feveraliy entreat him. — 
Beat loud the tambourines, let tiie trumpets blow. 
That this great foldier may his welcome know. 



Tro, My lord Ulyifes, tell me, 1 belccch you, 
^n what place of tae field doth Calchas keep ? 

Uljff, At Menelaus' tent, moll princely Troilus t 
There Diomed doth feail with him to-night | 



[Exeunt all but Troilus ^iir^/ Ulysses. 



1 



Who 
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Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth. 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Creflid. 

Tro. Shall I, fweet lord, be bound to you fo much. 
After we part from Agamemnon^s tent. 
To bring me thither ? 

VlyJJ, You (hall command me, fir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Creflida in Troy ? Had ihc no lover there. 
That wails her abfence ? 

Tro. O, fir, to fuch as boa(Hng (how their fears, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ? 
She was belov'd, (he lov'd ; (he is, and doth : 
But, (till, fweet love is food for fortune's tooth • 

{Exeunt. 



Act 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



The Grecian Camp. Before Ackilles' text. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

AcbiL I'll heat his blood with Greekifli wine to-night^ 
Which with my fcimitar I'll cool to-morrow,— 
Patroclus, let us feail: him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Therfites. 

Enter Thersites. 

AcbiL How now, thou core of envy f 

Thou crufty batch of nature, what's the news ? 

Tber. Why, thou pidture of what thou feemeft, an<l 
idol of idiot-wor(hippers, here's a letter for thee. 

Acbil, From whence, fragment ? 

Tber. Why, thou full di(h of fool, from Troy. 

Pair. Who keeps the tent now ? 

ner. The furgeon's box, or the patient*s wound. 

Patr. Well faid, Adverfity! and what need thefe 
tricks ? 

Tker. Pr'ythee be (ilent, boy } I profit not by thy talk i 
thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what's that ? 

Tber, Why, his mafculine whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes of the fouth, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o'gravel i'the back, lethargies, cold palfies, raw 
eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of 
impofthume, fciaticas, lime-kilns i'the palm, incurable 

bone-ach. 
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bone-acb, and the riveU'd fee-fimple of the tetter, take 
and take again fuch prepofterous difcoveries ! 

Patr. Why thou damnable box of envy, thou, what 
meaneft thou to curfe thus ? 

^her. Do I curfe thee ? 

Patr. Why, no, you ruinous butt } you whorefon in- 
difiinguifhable cur, no. 

Tber, No > why art thou then exafperate, thou idle im- 
tnaterial fkein of (leive (ilk, thou green farcenet flap for a 
fore eye, thou t^flel of a prodigal's purfe, thou ? Ah, how 
the poor world is pefter'd with fuch water-fiies j diminu- 
tives of nature ! 

Patr, Out, gall! 

Ther. Finch egg ! 

AcbiL My fweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba j 
A token from her daughter, my fair love 5 
Both taxing me, and gaging nfie to keep 
An oath that I have fworn, I will not break it f 
Fall, Greeks J fail, famej honour, or go, orftayj 

My major vow lies here, this 1^1 obey. 

Come, come, Therfites, help to trim my tent ; 
This night in banqueting muft all be fpent.— 
Away, Patroclus. Achilles ^^/r^/ Patroclus. 

Ther, With too much blood, and too little brain, thefe 
two may run mad ; but if with too much brain, and too 
little blood, they do, I'll be a curer of madmen. Here's 
Agamemnon, — ^n honeil fellow enough,, and one that 
loves quails ; but he has not fo much brain as ear-wax : 
And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his bro- 
ther, the bull, — the primitive ftatue, and oblique memo^ 
rial of cuckolds j a thrifty (hooing-hom in a chain, hang- 
ing at his brother's leg,— to what form, but that he is, 

Ihould 
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)uM wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, 
rn him to ? To an afs, were nothing ; he is both aft 
:d ox : to an ox were nothing ; he is both ox and af^, 
o be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
M'l, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not 
ares but to be Menehias, — I wou'd confpire aga'nlt def- 
iny. Aflc me not what I would he, if I were not Thcr- 
itea ; for I care not to be the ioufe of a lazar, fo I were 
not Menelags.— Hey-day ! fpirits and fires ! 



£/f/^ Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulys- 
ses, Nestor, Meu el av s, an^ Diomed ^ with lights. 

Agam, We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax.' No, yonder 'tis I 

There, where we fee the lights. 

He£l, I trouble you, 

Ajax, No, not a whit. 

Vljilf. Here comes himfelf to guide you* 

Enter Achilles. 

AchiL Welcome, brave Hed^or ; welcome, princes all. 
Agam, So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 
HeB, Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks^ general. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 

HeS. Good night, fwect Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught: Sweet, quoth *a! fweet fink, 
iweeC fewer. 

Achil. Good night, 
And welcome, both to thofc that lEro, or tarry. 

Agam. Good night. lExemt Ac a m • and Me N, 

Acldl. 
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Achil, did Neftor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep He£)^or company an hour or two. 

Dh. I cannot, lord $ I have important btifineft. 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great He^or. 

Heff. Give me your hand. 

Ulylf, Follow his torch, he goes 

To Calchas* tent ; 111 keep you company. 

[4fide to TtoiLUt* 

^ro. Sweet fir, you honour me* 

HeSi, And fo good night. 

[Exit DiOMED; Ulysses and Troilus following. 

Acbil, Come, come, enter my tent. 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajaic, and Ne^t* 

Tber, That fame Diomed's a falfe-hearted rogue, a moft 
unjuft knave ; I will no more truft him when he leers, 
than I will a ferpent when he hiffes : he will fpend his 
mouth, and promife, like Brabler the hound j but when 
he performs, aftronomers foretell itj it is prodigious, 
there will come (bme change ; the fun borrows of the 
moon, when Dioined keeps his word. I will rather leave 
to fee Heftor, than not to dog him : they fay, he keeps a 
Trojan drab, and ufes the traitor Calchas' tent : I'll aften 
—Nothing but lechery ! all incontinent varlets ! [^Exit* 



SCENE 11. 

ne fame* Before Calchas* Tent^ 

Enter DiOMED, 

Dio, What are you up here, ho? fpeak* 
Col. lWitbinJ\ Who calls? 
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Dw. Diomed^-^alchasy I think.— Whereat your daugh- 
ter? 

Cal. \WUhm.'\ She comet to you. 

£rtfl^TROiLUS and Ulysses, at a dijiancei aJUr them 
Thersitbs. 

Vtjf. Stand where the torch may not difcover us. 



Qnf^ Now, my fweet guardian I — Hark ! a word with 
you. {Whifftrs. 

Tro. Yea, fo fiimiliar ! 

l%f. She will iing any man at iirft fight. 

fW. And any man may (ing her, if he can take her 
cfiff( ihe^s noted. 

1H$, Will you remember ? 

Cref* Remember? yes. 

Dio, Nay> but do then $ 

Aad let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro, What (hould ihe remember ? 

Uljf.UAl 

Cref, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

72rr. Roguery 1 

Di$. Nay, then,— 

Cref. I'll tell you what 

/Xf. Pho ! pho 1 come, tell a pin x You are forfwom. — 

Qref. In faith, I cannot s What would you have me do t 

Therm A joggling trick, to be— Secretly open. 

Wl»t did you fwear you would beftow on me ? 



Enter Cressida. 



TVv. Creffid come forth to him 1 
Die. ] 



How now, my charge ? 



H 



Cnf. 
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Cftf. T ^y^iM» do not lM>lt m to hmbc Oidi| 
Bid me do any thmg but that» fweet Greek. 
Dk. Goodnight, 



Df0. No, no, good night : m be your fool no mm% 
Tr». Thy better muft. 



?r0. O plague and madnefsf 
Vlyjf. You are roov'd, prbice; lot %% depart, I pray yott, 
Left your difpleafure ihould enlarge itfelf 
To wrathful terms : this plact is dangerovf} 
The time right deadly 5 I befeech you, go. 
Trff. Behold, I pray you ! 

Vh^ff. Now, my good lard, go off t 

You flow to great deftru£lion \ come, my lord. 
Tro. I pr'yriiee, ftay. 

Vlyff. Ycu haT« not patience ; come. 

7ro. I pray you, ftay ; by hetl, and all heil^t torment^ 
I win not fpcak a word. 
Dio, And To, good night. 

Cref, Nay, but you part in anger. 
Tro. Doth that grieve 

withered truth ? 

Vlyjf. Why, bow now, lord ? 

*tn. By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Cref, Guardian !— why, Greek ? 

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu 5 you palter. 
Ortf In faith, I do not \ come hither once again. 
Vlyff. You (hake, my lord, at ibmetking } will you go? 
You will break out. 
7r9. She ftrokes hit dieek f 



myff. 
Cref. 



Hold, patience r 



How now, Trojan? 
ttomed,— 



Cref 



Hark, one word in your ear. 



Mr. 
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Ubff* Come, cone. 

Tra. Nay, ftay } by Jove, I will not fptak a word i 
There is between my will and all offimcet 
A guard of patience :->lbiy a little while. 

ner. How the devil luxury, with hit fat rumpi and 
potatoe finger, tickles thefe together 1 Fry, lecheryt fry 1 

JEMr. Bat will you then ? 

Cref. In faith, I will, la ; never truft me elfe. 

Dm. Give me fome token for the furety of it. 

Cref. I'll fetch you one. {Exit. 

Vifg. You have fwom patience. 

Trv. Fear me not, my lord % 

I will not be myielf, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel j I am all patience-. 



^thtr. Now the pledge i now, now, now*. 
Crif. Here, Diomed, jceep this fleeve* 
^rv. O beauty 1 whereas thy fiuth ? 

Vljff. My loid, 

7fv» I win be patient \ outwardly I will. 
Cref. You look upon that ileeve } Behold it well.— • 
He ]ov*d me-^ falfe wench !— Give't me again. 
Dm. Whofewas't? 

No matter, now I have't again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night i 
I pr*ythee, Diomed, vifit me no more. 

^ihtr. Now ihe iharpens Well faid, whetftone. 

Dm. I ihall have it. 

Qrif. What this? 

Vm. Ay, that. 

Off. O, all you gods I— O pretty pretty pledge I 
Thy maftcar now Uet thinking in his bed 

Ha Of 
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Of thee^ and me ; and fighs, and takes my glove* 
And g^vet memorial dainty kilTes to it> 
As I kifs thee. — Nay, do not fnatch it from me % 
He, that takes that, mutt take my heart withal* 

Di9. I had your heart before, this follows it. 

Tro. I did fwear patience. 

Cref. You (hall not have it, Diomed ; 'fitith you (hall 



Dio. Come, tell me whofe it was* 
Cref. 'Twas one's that lov'd me better than you will. 
But, now you have it, take it. 



Cref, By all Diana's waiting-women yonder. 
And by herfelf, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm % 
And grieve his fpirit, that dares not challenge it. 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'ft it on thy hom> 
It (hould be challenged. 

Cref. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis paft 5 — And yet it is not ; 
I will not keep my word* 

Dio. Why then, farewell j 

Thou never (halt mock Diomed again. 

Cref. You (hall not go : — One cannot fpeak a word. 
But it ftraight ftarts you. 

i>f0. I do not like this fooling. 

^Tber. Nor I, by Pluto t but that that likes not you, 
pleafes me bed. 

Dio, What, (hall I come \ the hour ? 

Cref. Ay, come O Jove !«— 

Do come :— -I (hall be plagp'd. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 



nots 

I'll give you fomething el(e. 
Di9. I will have this ; Whofe was it ? 
Cref. 



*Tis no matter. 



Whofe was it ? 



Cref. 
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Good nig^t. I pr'ythee, come.— 

[Exit DiOMfiDSt. 
, farewell 1 one eye yet looks on thee j 
h my heart the other eye doth fee.— 
or oar fex ! this fault in us I find* 
or of our eye dire£is our mind % 
rror leads, muft err; O then conclude* 

fway*d by eyes, are full of turpitude. 

[Exit Ckessida. 

A proof of ftrength (he could not publifh more* 
he (aid. My mind is now turnM whore* 

Airs done, my lord. 

It is. 

Why ftay we then? 
To make a recordation to my foul 
y fyllable that here was fpoke. 
I tell how thefe two did co-a£l, 
not lie in publi(hing a truth ? 
: there is a credence in my heart* 
;rance fo obilinately ftrong, 
)th invert the atteft of eyes and ears | 
lofe organs had deceptions functions* 
. only to calumniate, 
redid here? 

I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
She was not, fure. 

Moft fure (he was. 
Why, my negation hath no tafte of madnefs. 
Nor mine, my lord t Creflid was here but now* 
Let it not be believ'd for womanhood 1 
, we had mothers $ do not give advantagt 
>born criticks — apt, without a theme, 
)ravation, — ^to fquare the general fex 
ffid's rule i rather think this not Creflid* 

H3 Ub^. 
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Ulyf. What hath (be done, prince, that caa foil our 
mothers } 

Tro. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were (he, 
Tber. Will he fwagger himfelf out on's own eyes I 
Tro. This (he? no, this is Diomed's Creifida : 
If beauty have a foul, this is not (be ; 
If fouls guide vows, if vows be fan^Umony, 
If (andlimony be the gods' delight, 
If there be rule in unity itfelf. 
This was not (he. O madnefs of difcourfe» 
That caufe fets up with and againft itfelf I 
Bi-fold authority ! where reafon can revolt 
Without perdition, and lofs affume all reafon 
Without revolt ; this is, and is not, Creflid ! 
Within my foul there doth commence a (ight 
Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate 
Divides more wider than the (ky ahd earth ; 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion 
Admits no orifice for a point, as fubtle 
As is Arachne^s broken woof, to enter. 
Inftance, O inftance ! ftrong as Pluto's gates ; 
Creflid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven s 
Inftance, O in(tance ! ftrong as heaven itfelf $ 
The bonds of heaven are (lipp'd, diifolv'd, and loos'd | 
And with another knot, five-finger- tied. 
The fraftions of her faith, orts of her love. 
The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafy reliques 
Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Uljff'. May worthy Troilus be half attached 
With that which here his pafHon doth exprefs ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek \ and that (ball be divulged well 
In charaders as red as Mars his heart 
InflamM with Venus t never did young man fancy 
With fo eternal and fo fix'd a foul. 

Hark» 



Aafm TMIIilTI AND CEBfSlDA. 108 



II»k» Oretk {— As much as I do Creffid lo? 
So muck by weight hate I her Diomed : 
That fleeve is nusey that he^U bear on his helm i 
Were it a cafque composed by Vulcaii*s (kill, 
My fword (hoold bite it x not the dreadful fpout» 
Which (hipmen do the hurricano call, 
CooftringM in mafs by the almighty fttn. 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune*s ear 
In his defcent, than fhall my prompted fword 
Falling on Diomed. 

TZrr. He^ll tickle it for his coacupy. 

Tro. OCreflid! O filfe CrefEd 1 falfe, falfe, falfe4 
Let all untruths fiand by thy ftauaed name. 
And they'll feem glorious. 

VJuif. O, contain yourfelf | 

Your.paffion draws ears hither. 

Eater MviZK^. 

JE^. I have been ieeking you this hour, my lord s 
He6tori by this, is arming him in Troy \ 
Ajaxy your guard, ftays to conduft you hooie. 

Tr^. Have with you, prince:— My courteous lord 
adieu 

Farewdly revolted £ur! — and, l^med. 
Stand faft, and wear a caftle on thy head 1 

XJ^Jf. rU bring jrou to the gates. 

7r0* Accept diftra^ked thanks. 

[ExiUMt Tkoilus, Mheaa, WUlyssis. 

Tier. *Woukl» I could meet that rogue Diomed I I 
would croak like a raven } I would bode» I would bode. 
Patroclos will give me any thing for the intelligence of this 
wbort : the parrot will not do more for an almond, than 
he for a commodious dmb« JLcchery, lechery i ftiU, wars 
H 4 and 
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and lechery ; nothing elfe holds fafhion t A burning devil ^ 
take them 1 \Eiat. 

SCENE III. 
Troy. Before Priam't Falace. 
Enter Hector auii Andromache. 

And, When was my lord fo much ungently tempcr'd, . 
To ftop hit ears againft admoni(hment ? 
Unarm> unarm> and do not fight to-day. 

He^, You train me to offend you 5 get you in : 
By all the everlafting gods, I'll go. 

Jnd, My dreams will, fure, prove ominous to the day« ^ 

He^. No more, I fay. 

Enter Cassandra. 

Caf. Where is my brother Heaor f 

And, Here, filler ; arm'd, and bloody in intent s 

Confort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Purfue we him on knees 3 for I have dreamt 

Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 

Hath nothing been but (hapes and forms of (laughter* 
Caf, O, it is true. 

HeS, Ho ! bid my trumpet found 1 

Caf, No notes of fally, for the heavens, fweet brother, 
He^. Begone, I (ay : the gods have heard me fwear. 
Caf, The gods are deaf to hot and peeviih vows } 

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 

Than fpotted livers in the facrifice. 
And. 1 be perfuaded : Do not count it holy 

To hurt by being juit i it is as lawful, 

For 
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Por we would give inach, to ufe violent theftty 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Caf. It is the purpofe, that makes ftrong the vow { 
But vows, to every purpofe, muft not hold i 
(Jnarm, fweet Hedtor. 

lUa. Hold you ftill, I fay $ 

Kfine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man 
H(dds honour far more precious-dear than life.-— 

^if/fr Troilvs. 

How now, young man ? mean'ft thou to fight to-day ? 
Jnd. Caflandra, call my father to perfuade, 

[Exit Cassandra. 
He3. No> ^faithy young Troilusj doff thy harnefsy 
youthy 

I am to-day i'the vein of chivalry % 
Let grow thy iinews till their knots be ftrong. 
And tempt not yet the bruihes of the war. 
Unarm thee, gO| and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
ril ftand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

HeS. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me for it. 

7r0. When many times the captive Grecians fall. 
Even in the fan aifd wind of your fair fword. 
You bid them rife, and live. 

Hea. O, 'tis fair play. 

Tro, FooPs play* by heaven, He^or. 

How now ? how now ? 

Tro. For the love of all the gods» 

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother} 
And when we have our armours buckled on. 

The 



The venoniM iFeiigeaiice ride upon oar fwordt \ 
Spur them to ruthful work, rnn them from ruth* 
Hea% Fie, fitvaf^, fie! 

^tro. He^^or, thea *tis wan. 

HeB, TroiluSy I would not have you fight to-day* 

7r». Who fiiould withhold me ? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Maun 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire j 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o^ergalled with recourfe of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother* with your true fword drawn* 
Opposed to hinder me* (hould ftop my way. 
But by my ruin* 

Re-enter Cassandka, tdtb PRiAHf. 

€af. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him hSt i 
He is thy crutch $ now if thou loTe thy ftay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 
Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Redor, come, go back t 

Thy wife hath dreamt ; thy mother hath had vifions | 
Caflandra doth foreiee ; and I myielf 
Am like a prophet fuddenly enrapt. 
To tell thee— that this day is ominous : 
Therefore, comeback. 

Hea. ^fieas is a- field } 

And I do ftand engagM to many G reeks, 
Sven in the faith of valour, to appear 
This mormsg to tbem. 

Prt. But thou ikalt not go% 

HeS. I muft not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful i therefore, dear fir. 
Let me not fiiame reaped ; but give me leave 
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To take that courfe by your confent aad Toicey 
Wbich you do kcre forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cmf, O Priam, yield not to him. 

Jtnd^ Do not» dear fiither. 

HtS^ AndromaehCy I am offended with you | 
Upon the love you bear me> get you in. 

ANDROMAcai* 
Tr». This foolifh, dreaming, isperftitiout §^1 
Makes all thcie bodements. 

Caf. O farewell, dear Heaor. 

Look, how thou dieft ! look, how thy eye turns pale t 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out I 
How poor Andromache ihrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, de(h'u£iion, frenzy, and amazement* 
Like witlefs anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry— Hedor ! Heaor^s dead ! O Heaor ! 
Tra. Away! — ^Away! — 

Caf. Farewell.— Yet, foft:— Heftor, I take my leave i 
Thou doft thyfelf and all our Troy deceive. \Rxitm 

HeS, You are amazM, my liege, at her exclaim i 
Go in, and cheer the town t weUl forth, and fight \ 
Do deeds worth praife, and tell you them at night. 

?ri. Farewell : The gods with fafety ftand about thee! 
[Exeunt finferalfy Priam and Hectok. AUarums. 

Tro. They are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, believe, 
I come to lofe my arm, or win my ileeve. 

Ji Tkoilus is going out^ enter y from thf other fUe^ 
Pandahus. 

?an* Do you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 
Trff. What now ? 

fan, Here*s a letter from yon' poor girl. 

9 ^Tro* 
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Tro. Let me read. 

PoH. A whorefon ptifick, a whorefon raically ptifick fo 
troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this girl ; and what 
one thing, what another, that I ihall leave you one o^thefe 
days : And I have a rheum in mine eyes too $ and fuch an 
ache in my bones, that, unlefs a man were curs'd, I can* 
not tell what to think on't. — What (ays ihe there ? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter from the 
heart ; iTearing tbe letUr. 

The effeft doth operate another way. — 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together.— 
My love with words and errors ftill (he feeds; 
But edifies another with her deeds. [^Exeunt frvendlj* 

SCENE IV. 

Between Troy and tbe Grecian Camp, 

Alarums: Excurjions. The R sites. 

ner. Now they are clapper-clawing one another; I'll 
go look on. That di(rembling abominable varlet, Diomed, 
has got that fame fcurvy doting fooli(h young knave^s 
fleeve of Troy there, in his helm ; I would (kin fee them 
meet ; that that fame young Trojan afs, that loves the 
whore there, might fend that Greekifh whoremafterl^ 
villain, with the deeve, back to the di(rembling luxurious 
drab, on a fleevelefs errand. O' the other fide, The po- 
licy of thofe crafty fwearing rafcals, — that ftale old mou(e- 
eaten dry cheefe, Nedor ; and that fame dog-fox, Uly(fes, 
— is not prov'd worth a blackberry : — They fet me up, in 
policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, againft that dog of as 
bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajax prouder 
than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-day ; where- 

upon 
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Upon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarifm, and policy 
grows into an ill opinion. Soft I here come (leeve» and 
Mother. 

Entir I>iou^i>9 TaoxLus follo-tving, 

Tr9, Fly not ; for, (houldft thou take the river Styx, 
I would fwim after. 

Dio, Thou doft mifcall retires 

I do not fly s but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude t 
Have at thee ! 

ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian ! — now for thy whore, 
Trojan ! — now the fleeve, now the fleeve ! 

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomed, fgbting. 

Enter Hectok. 

HiB. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector's 
match ? 

Art thou of bloody and honour ? 

*rber. No, no t— I am a rafcal \ a fcurvy railing knave % 
a very filthy rogue. 

Hi3. I do believe thee live. [Extt. 

Tber. God-a-racrcy, that thou wilt believe me 5 But a 
plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! What's become 
of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have fwallow'd 
one another: I would laugh at that miracle. Yet, in a 
fort, lechery eats itfclf. I'll fcek them. [Exit. 
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SCENE V. 
*rhi fame* 

EntiT DiOMEDt ami a Semnt* 

Dii. Go, go, 1117 ferrant, Ukt thou Troikis* hodhi 
Prefent the fair fteed to my lady Creifid 1 
Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty j 
Tell her, I have chaIUs*d the amorous Trojan* 
And am her knight hy proof. 

Serv^ I go, my lord. 

[Mxii Sertant. 

Enter Agam£MNOR. 

Agam. Renew, renew 1 The fierce Polydamut 
Hath beat down Menon t ballard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prifbner 1 
And ftands coloflus-wife, waving his beam> 
Upon the pafhed corfes of the kings 
£pi(lr€q;>hu8 and Cedius : Polixenes is (lain ^ 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 
Patroclus ta>n, or flain ; and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers ; hafte we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perilh all. 

jEir/zr Nbstor. 

Ifeft* Go, bear Patroclus^ body to Achilles ; 
And bid the fnail-pacM Ajax arm for fhame.— 
There is a thoufand He6tors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horfe. 

And 
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And there lacks work $ anon, he*i there afoot^ 
And there they fly, or die, Uke icaltd fcuUs 
Before the belching whale j then ii he yonder. 
And diere the ftnwy Greeks, ripe for his edge. 
Fall dowa before himt like the mower*s fwath s 
Here, there, and erery where, he leaves, and taioet | 
Dexterity fi> obeying appetite. 
That what he will, he doin ; and does fo n»xch» 
That pro(^ is caird impoflibiltty. 



XJljlff* O, courage, coirrage, princes \ great Achilles 
Is amung, weeping, cariing, vowing vengeance \ 
Patroclus* wounds have roused his drowfy blood. 
Together with his man^d Mynnidons, 
That nofelefs, handleis, hackM and chipped, come to 
him. 

Crying on He£kor. Ajax hath loft a friend. 
And foams at month, and he is anm*d, and at it^ 
Roaring Ibr Trottiis \ who hath done to-day 
Mad and fimtaftick execution} 
£ngi^aig and redeeming of htrnfislf, 
With fnch a careleik force, and forcelels caiv. 
As if that luck, in very fpite of cuniung, 
Bade him win all* 



Enter U^s^tssbs. 



Enter Ajax. 



Ajax. Tn»ltt»! ^Mm cowaid Troilns t 
Neft. So, (b^ wt draw together. 



t [Bnit^ 
Ay, there, there* 



Enter 
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Enter Achilles, 

AM. Where is thii Hedor I 

Come» come^ thou boy-quellery (how thy face | 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angty. 
Heftor ! where's He£bor i I will none but Hedor* 

SCENE VI. 
Another Part of the Field. 

Enter AjAX. 

AJax> Troilusy thou coward Troilus* (how thy head ! 

Enter Dxombd. 

Dio. Troilusy I fay ! where*s Troilus t 

Ajax. What would'ft thou I 

Dio. I would correfl him. 

Ajax. Were I the general, thou ihould*ft have my office. 
Ere that corre6kion : — Troilus* I fay I what* Troilus ! 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro» O traitor Diomcd!— turn thy falfe face, thou 
traitor, 

And pay thy life thou ow^ft me for my horfe ! 
Dio. Ha ! art thou there ? 
Ajax. V\l fight with him alone : fland, Diomed* 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 

Tro. 
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TVw. Come both, you cogjg^ng Greeks i have at you 
both, lExeunt, fighting. 

EnUr Hector. 

tifS. Yea, Troilas ? O, well fought, my youngeft bro- 
ther! 

Enter Achilles. 

AcbU, Now do I fee thee : Ha 1— Have at thee, He^or. 

Hea. Paufe, if thou wilt. 

AcbiL I do difdain thy courtefy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy» that my arms are out of ufe : 
My reft and negligence befriend thee now» 
But thou anon (halt hear of roe again \ 
Till when, go fcek thy fortune. [Exit, 

Hea. Fare thee well :— 

I would have been much more a freflier man, 
Had I expedled thee. — How now, my brother ? 

Re-enter Troilvs. 

TfV. Ajax hath ta'en ^neas *, Shall it be ? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 
He (hall not carry him ; lil be taken too. 
Or bring him off : — Fate, hear me what I fay 1 
I reck not though I end my life to-day. [Exit, 

Enter one in fumptuous armour, 

Hea. Stand, ftand, thou Greek ; thou art a goodly 
mark : — 

I K&> wilt thou not like thy armour well ; 

! I ni 



114 TtOILUI AND CRES8IBA. A3r, 

Vll fhifh it, and unlock the rivets all. 

But ril be mafter of it -Wilt thou not, bcift, abide? 

Why then, fly on, 111 hunt thee for thy hide. [Exfunt, 



SCENE VII. 

Thf Jam. 

Enter Achilles, nmth Myrmidons. 

AcUL Come here about me, you my Myrmidons \ 
Mark what I fey. — Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a ftroke, but keep yourfelves in breath \ 
And when I have the bloody He6tor found. 
Empale him with your weapons round about; 
In felleft manner execute your arms. 
Follow me, firs, and my proceedings eye 
It is decreed — Hedor the great muft die, 



SCENE viir. 
fame. 

Enter Mevelavs andFAKis, fgbtingi /i&^sr Thbrsites. 

^er. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are at it i 
Now, bull ! now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo ! now my dou* ^ 
ble-henn'd fparrow ! 'loo, Paris, 'loo I The bull has 
game : — 'ware horns, }io ! j 
lExeunt Paris and M£N£LAVSt 

Enter Margarelon. 
Mar, Turn, flave, and fight. ! 



72rr. What ait tbou? 

Mar. A bsftard fon of Priam*t. 

ner, lamabaftard too; I love baftardt : lamabaC 
tard b^oty baftard intruded, baftard in mindy baf- 
tard in vdour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear 
will not bite anodier, and wherefore (hould one baftard ? 
Take heed, the qnarrers moft ominous to us i if the fon 
of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgement i Farc- 
wdly baftard* 

Mar, The devil take thee, coward! [ExtMnt. 



SCENE IX. 

Another Part rfthe Field. 

Enter Hbctor. 

He3. Moft putrified core, fo fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 
Now is my day^s work done \ VVi take good breath t 
Reft, (word i thoo haft thy fill of blood and death t 

[Fif// off bis helmet f and bangs bis Jbield behind bim. 

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons. 

Jebil. Look, HeAor, how the fun begins to fet s 
Row ugly night comes breathing at his heels t 
Even with the vail and darkening of the fun. 
To clofe the day up, He6^or*s life is done. 
Heff, I am unarmed $ forego this vantage, Greek. 
JUbU, Strike, fellows, ftrike j this is the man I feek. 

[Hector falls. 
I So, nion, fall thou nextl now, Troy, fink down| 
I Here lies thy heart, thy finews, and thy bone.--* 

I z On, 
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On, Mjrrmidons \ and cry you all ainain» 

Achilles batb the mighty HeSfr Jlcan. [A retreat found 

Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian .part. 

Myr, The Trojan trumpets found the like, my lord. 

AM. The dragon wing of night o'erfpreads the ear 
And, flickler-like, the armies feparates. 
My half-fupp'd fword, that frankly would have fed» 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.-— 

ISbeatbs his /woi 

Come, tie his body to my horfe's tail $ 

Along the field I will the Trojan tr^. lExeui 



SCENE X. 
The fame. 

Enter Agamemhoh, Ajax, Menelavs, Nestor, 
DiOMEDES, and others, marching. Shouts uuithin, 

Agam, Hark ! hark ! what ihout is that ? 

Neft. Peace> drums. 

i^ithin.-\ Achillei 
Achilles ! Heftor's flain ! Achilles ! 

Dio, The bruit is — Heftor's flain, and by Achilles* 

Ajax. If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be j 
Great He61or was as good a man as he. 

Agam. March patiently along : — Let one be fent 
To pray Achilles fee us at our tent.— 
If in his death the gods have us befriended. 
Great Troy is ours, and our iharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt, marcbh^ 
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SCENE XI. 

Another fart of the FUld. 

Enter JEhekz, and Tro'yms, 

JEne, Stand* ho > yet are we mafters of the field : 
Never go home \ here ftarve we out the night. 

Enter Troilus. 
Tro. He6lor is (lain. 

AU. Heftor ?— The gods forbid ! 

Tro. He*8 dead ; and at the murderer's horfe's tail* 
In beaftly fort, draggM through the (haraeful field. — 
Frown on, you heavens, efFeft your rage with fpeed I 
Sit, gods upon your thrones, and fmile at Troy I 
I fay, at once let your brief plagues be mercy. 
And linger not our fure defhnftions on ! 

ASm, yij lord, you do difcomfort all the hoft. 

Tfv. You underftand me not, that tell me fo : 
I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare adl imminence, that gods and men, 
Addrefs their dangers in. He6lor is gone ! 
Who ihall tell Priam fo, or Hecuba ? 
Let him, that will a fcreech-owl aye be caird. 
Go in to Troy, and fay there — Heftor's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to ftonc ; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives. 
Cold Ibttues of the youth $ and, in a word. 
Scare Troy out of itfelf. But, march, away : 
fieftor is dead j there is no more to fay. 
Stay yet ; — You vile abominable tents, 
Thos proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 

Let 
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Let Titan ri(e as early as he dare, 

I'll through and through joul-^And thou, great-fiz*d 
coward ! 

No fpace of earth ihall funder our two hates s 
I^ll haunt thee like a wicked confcience ftiil» 
That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenzy thoughts.— 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with c«mfort go t 
Hope of revenge (hall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt ^neas» and Trojans. 

As Troilus h going ouU enter f from the other fide ^ 
Pandarus. 

?an. But hear you» hear you! 
Tfv. Hence, broker lackey ! ignominy an«l fhame 
Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name ! 

\Exit TROiLUf . 

PtfiK. A goodly medicine for my aching bones! — O 
world ! world 1 world thus is the poor agent defpisM ! O 
traitors and bawds, how eameftly are you iet a^ work, and 
how ill requited ! Why ihould our endeavour be fo loved, 
and the performance fo loathM ? what verfe for it ? wbsft 
inftance for it ? — Let me fee : — 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth fing. 
Till he hath loft his honey, and his fting s 
And being once fubduM in armed tail. 
Sweet honey and fwect notes together fail. — 
Good traders in the fleih, fet tliis in your painted dotlis. 

As many as be here of pander's hall. 
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall : 
Or, if you cannofc weep, yet give fome groans. 
Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 

^ Brethren^ 
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sn» and fillers, of the hold-door trade* 

wo months hence my will (hall here be made i 

ild be now, but that my fear is this, — 

^Ued goofe of Winchefter would hifs t 

len I"!! fwcat, and feck about for cafes ; 

at that time, bequeath you my difeafes. [Exit, 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



^pHIS play I conjedure to have been written hi the year 1609. 

It comprehends a period of about four yearS) commencing with the 
fixeffion to the Muts Sacfr in the year of Kome 262, and ending with 
the death of Coriolanus^ A. U. C. 7,66» Malone. 

The whole hifbry is exa^y followed^ and many of the principal 
^leeches ezaAly copied from tat Life of Coriolanus in Futtarci. 

Popi.- 



PERSONS REPRESENTED, 



y tribunes of the People. 



Caius Marcius Coriolanus» Roman. 
Titus Lartius, | Generals againft the Wolkb^^. 

COMIMIUS, J 

Menenius Agrippa, friend to Coriolanus. 
SiciNius Velutus, 
Junius Brutus, 
Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 
A Roman Herald, 

TuLLUs AuFiDius, General of the WoKdvaiM, 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Confpirators ^th Aufidius. . 
A Citizen of Antium. 
Voifcian Gmrds, 



Vo L u M N I A, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, ITf/If CoriolaniH. 

Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 
Gcntle<ivoman^ attending Virgilia. 

Roman and Voifcian Senators^ Patricians^ MdUes^ Li^a 
Soldiers, Citizens, Meffengers, Servants to Aufidius, a 
other Attendants. 



SCENE, partly in Rome ; and partly in tbe^ Territories 
the Volfcians and Antiatcs. . 
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ACT I. SCENE T. 



Rome. A Street. 

Ester a Company of mutinous Citizens , ivith ftaves, clubs t and 
other nvettpons. 

I Citizen, 

BEFORE we proceed any further, hear me fpeak. 
Cit. Speak, fpeak. [fe^ueral freaking at once, 

1 Cit, You are all refolv'd rather to die, than to fa- 
mifh? 

at. Refolv'd, refolv'd. 

I Cit. Firft, you know, Cains Marcius is chief enemy to 
the people. 
Cit, We know't, we know't. 

1 Cit, Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our own 
price. Is't a verdift ? 

Cit. No more talking on't ; let it be done : away, away. 

2 Cit, One word, good citizens. 

1 Citn We are accounted poor citizens j the patricians, 
good : What authority furfeits on, would relieve us : If 
they would yield us but the fuperfluity, while it were 
wholefome, we might guefs, they rrjieved lis humanely ; 
but they think, we are too dear ; the leannefs that afHi«5!s 
us, the ob|e6l of our mifery, is as an inventory to parti- 
cularize their abundance; our fufFerance is a gain to 
them.-»>Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we be- 
B come 
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come rakes s for the gods know, I fpeak this in hunger 
for bread, not in thirlt for revenge. 

2 Ciir. Would you proceed efpecially againft Caius Mar* 
cius f * 

Cit. , Againil him firfl ; he's a very dog to the com* 
monalty. 

s Cit, Confider you what fervices he has done for his 
country ? 

I Cit, Very well ; and could be content to give him 
good report for't, but that he pays himfelf with being 
proud. 

X Cit, Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. 

1 Cit, I fay unto you, what he hath done famoudy, he 
did it to that end : though foft-confciencM men can be 
content to fay, it was for his country, he did it to pleaie 

, his mother, and to be partly proud $ wluch he is, even 
to the altitude of his virtue. 

2 Cit, What he cannot help in his nature, you account 
a vice in him : You muft in no way fay, he is covetous. 

1 Cit, If I muft not^ I need not be barren of accufa- 
tions; he jiiath faults, with furplus, to tire in repetition. 
ISbouts uuithin,^ What (houts are thefe ? The other fide 
o'the city is rifen: Why ftay we prating here ? to the Ca- 
pitol. 

Cit, Come, come. 

I Cit, Soft } who comes here ? 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

% Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa i one that hath al? 
ways loved the people, 
z Cit, He*s one honeft enough; *Would» all the reft 

were fo ! 

Men. What work^s, my countrymen, in hand } Whert 
go you 

I Withr 
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»ats and clubs ? The matter ? Speak, I pray you. 

Our builntfs 19 not unknown to the fenate ; tbey 
id inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to do, 
now we'll (how 'cm in deeds. They fay, poor 
have ftrong breaths j they (hall know, we have 
irms too. 

yrhy, mafters, my good friends, mine honeft 
neighbours, 
)u undo yourfelves } 

. We cannot, fir, we are undone already, 

I tell you, friends^ moft charitable care 
le patricians of you. For your wants, 
]ffering in this dearth, you may as well 
t the heaven with your ((aves, as lift them 
: the Roman ftate ; whofe courfe will on 
ly it takes, cracking ten thoufand curbs 
e ftrong link afunder, than can ever 

in your impediment ; For the dearth » 
ds, not the patricians, make it ; and 
nees to them, not arms, muft help. Alack, 
t tranfported by calamity 
r where more attends you ; and you (lander 
1ms o'the ftate, who care for you like fathers, 
^ou curfe them as enemies. 

Care for us! — True, indeed! — They ne'er car'd 
ret. Sufter us to fami(h, and their ftore-houTes 
d with grain ; make edicts for ufury, to fupport 
: repeal daily any whole(bme a^ eftabli(hed againft 
3; and provide more piercing ftatutes daily, to 
p and reftraln the poor. If the wars eat us not up, 
11 ; and there'j all the love they bear us. 

Either you muft 

yourfelves wondrous malicious, 
ccus'd of folly. I (hall tell you 
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Act I 



A pretty tale 5 it may be, you have heard it 1 
But, fmce it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 
To fcalc 't a little more. 

1 GV. Well, I'll hear it, fir : yet you moft not think to foil 
ofF our difgrace with a tale i but, an't pleafe you, deliver. 

Men. There was a time, when all the body's members 
Rebeird againft the belly j thus accused it :— , 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
I' the midft o* the body, idle and una^tive. 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the reft; where the other inftruments 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftruft, walk, feel. 
And mutually participate, did minifter 
Unto the appetite and affeftion common 
Of the whole body. The belly anfwered,*— 

1 Cit. Well, fir, what anfwer made the belly ? 

Men. Sir, I (hall tell you.— With a kind of fmile. 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus, 
• (For, look you, I may make the belly fmile. 
As well as fpeak,) it tauntingly reply'd 
To the difcontented member*, tlie mutinous parts 
That envy'd his receipt ;. even fo moft fitly 
As you malign our fenators, for that 
They are not fuch as you. 

X Cit, Your belly's anfwer : What ! 

The kingly- crowned head, the vigilant eye. 
The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier. 
Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter. 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they — 

Men. What then?— 

'Fore me, th's fellow fpeaks! — what then? what tben^? 

1 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reftraiu'd. 
Who is the fink o' the body, — 
MfPT, Well, what then > 
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I Cit. The former agents, if they did compUin, 
What could the belly anfwer ? 

Men, I will tell you ; 

: If jroall beftow « ixnall (of what you have little,) 
Piticnce, a while, you'll hear the belly's anfwer, 

1 Cft, You arc long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend $ 

Your moft grave belly was deliberate. 

Not ra(h like his accufers, and thus anfwer'd. 

True isit^m^ incorporate friends^ quoth he, 

That I recevve the general food at firft^ 

^bicbjou do live upon: and fit it is ; 

Becttufe I am the ftore-houfe^ and the /bop 

Of the ivbole body : But if you do remember ^ 

I fend it througb tbe ri'vers of your blood, 

E'ven to tbe courts tbe beart, — to tbe feat o* the brain j 

Andy tbrougb tbe cranks and offices of man, 

Tbe flrongeft nerfues, and fmall inferior 'veins , 

from me receive tbat natural competency 

Vbereby they live : And though that all at once. 

You, my good friends t (this fays the belly,) mark me,— # 

I Cit, Ay, fir J well, well. 

Men. ^Hfougb all at once cannot 

^ce vi bat I do deliver out to each j 
^'et I can make my audit up, that all, 
^rom Tfte do back receive tbe fionjuer of all, 
And lea<ve me but tbe bran. What fay you to't ? 

I Cit. It was an anfwer } How apply you this ? 

Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly, 
A.nd you the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counfels, and their cares t digeft things rightly. 
Touching the weal o' the commen ; you (hall find^ 
No public benefit, which you receive, 
Btti it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 

B 3 And 
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And HO way from yourfelvcs. — What do you think ? 
You, the grtat toe of this aflcmbly ? 

2 CiU I the great toe ? Why the great toe? 

Men. For that being one o* the loweft, bafefl:, pooreft» 
Of this moft wife rebellion, thou go^ft foremofts 
Thou rafcal, that art worft in blood, to run 
Lead^ft firft, to win fome 'vantage.— 
But make you ready your ftifFbats and dubi^; 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle. 
The one fide mud have bale.-— Hailj noble MarciusI 

Enter Caius Marcius. 

Mar. Thanks.— What's the matter, yota difientious 
rogues, 

That rubbing the poor itch of your opinion. 
Make yourfelves fcabs > 

1 Cit, We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. — What would you have, you curs. 
That like nor peace, nor war ? the one affrights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you. 
Where he fnould find you lions, finds you hares | 
Where foxes, geefc : You are no furer, no. 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 
Or hailftone in the fun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him. 
And curfe that juftice did it. Who deferves greatnefs, 
I^eferves your hate : and your afFe^lions arc 
A fick man's appetite, who defires moft that 
Which would increafe his evil. He that depends 
Upon your fsivours, fwims with fins of lead. 
And hews down oaks with rufhes. Hang ye ! Tnifl ye } 
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With every minute you do chainge a mindi 

And call him noble, that was now your hate. 

Him vile, that was your garland. What^s the matter> 

That in thefe feveral places of the city 

Vou cry agaiiift the noble fenate* who. 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which elfe 

Would feed on one another ? — What's their feeking? 

Men, For com at their own rates ; whereof, they fay. 
The city is well fkor*d. 

Mar. Hang^em! They (ay? 

They'll fit by the fire, and prefume to know 
What^s done i* the capitoU who's like to rife, 
Who thrives, and who declines t fide fa^^lons, and give 
out 

Conje^ral marriages ; making parties ftrong. 
And feebling fiich as Hand not in their liking. 
Below their cobbled ihoes. They fay, there's grain 
enough? 

Would the nobility lay afide their ruth, 
And let me ufe my fwordi I'd make a quarry 
With thoufimds of theie quarter'd (laves, as high 
As I could pick my lance. 

Me», Nay, thefe are almofl thoroughly perfuadedj 
For though abundantly they lack difcretion^ 
Yet are they pafilng cowardly. But, I befeech you, 
What fays the other troop ? 

Mar. They are diflblv'd J Hang 'em! 

They fiiid, they were an-hungry ; figh'd forth proverbs 
That, hunger broke ftone walls $ that, dogs muft eat $ 
That, meat was made for mouths ; that, the gods fent not 
Com for the rich men only t — With thefe fhreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being anfwer*d> 
And a petition granted them, a ftrange one, 
(To break the heart of gcnerofity, 
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And make bold power look pale,) they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'the moon. 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar, Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wifdomSf 
Of their own choice : One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not— 's death ! 
The rabble ihould have firft unroofd the city^ 
Ere fo prevailed with me : it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For infurrcflion's arguing. 

Men, This is ftrangc. 

Mar, Go, get you home, you fragmcots f 

Enter a Meflenger. 
Mejf, Where's Caius Marcius ? 

Mar, Here : What's the matter ? 

Mef, the news is, fir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on't ; then we (hall have means to vent 
Our mufty fuperfluity : — See our beft elders. 



Enter CoMii4ius, Titus Lartius, and other Stmiotz ^ 
Junius Brutus, and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen, Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately told u$ 5 
The Voices are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 

"TuUus Aufidias, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I would wi(h me only he. 

Com, You have fought together* 

Mar* 
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Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, and he 

Upon my party, IM revolt, to make 
Only my wears with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen, Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars. 

Com. It is your former promife. 

Mar. Sir, it is $ 

And I am conftant.— Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt fee me once more llrike at Tullus^ hcti 
What, art thou fiiiF? ftand'ft out ? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius % 

rU lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other. 
Ere iby behind this buiinefs. 

Men. O, true bred ! 

I Sen. Your company to the Capitol ; where, I know> 
Our greateft friends attend us. 

Ttt. Lead you on : — 

Follow, Cominius | we muft follow you ; 
Right worthy you priority. 

Com. Noble Lartius ! 

I Sen. Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

[To the Citizens. 

Mar. Nay, let them follow i 

The Voices have much corn ; take thefe rats thither. 
To gnaw their gamers : — Worihipful mutineers. 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 

[Exeunt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit. ^iMsNEK. 
Citixens fteal auoay. 
Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Marcius ? 
Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chofen tribunes for the people,— 

Bru. Marked ytm. his lip, and eyes ? 

Sic^ Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. 
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Bru, Being mov*d> he will not fpare to gird the gods. 

Sic. Be- mock the modeft moon. 

Bru, The prefent wars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 

Sic, Such a nature. 

Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains theihadow 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder. 
His infolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Faroe, at which he aims,— > 

In whom already he is well gracM,— cannot 
Better be held, nor more attained, than by 
A place below the firft : for what mifcarries 
Shall be the general's feult, though he perform 
To the utmoil of a man ; and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of Mardus, O, if be 
Had borne the bujtnefs ! ' 

Sic. Beiides, if things go well. 

Opinion, that fo fticks on Marcius, (hall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru, Come 5 

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius eam'd them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius (hall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

^fV. Let's hence, and hear 

How the defpatch is made ; and in what fafhion. 
More than his Angularity, he goes 
Upon this prefent action. 

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 
Corioli. T1j€ Senate-Houfe, 
Enter Tullus Avvimvi^' and certain Senators. 

I Sen, Soy your opinion is, Aafidius, 
That they of R5me are entered in our counfeUt 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours f 

What ever hath been thought on in this ftate. 
That could be brought to bodily aft ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone» 
Since I heard thence ; thefe are the words : I think, 
I have the letter here j yes, here it is : [reads • 

They have frefs'd a fvwer^ but it is not known 
Whether for eafi, or *weft : The dearth is great j 
The people mutinous ; and it is rumour^ d^ 
Cominius, Marcius j^oar old enemy, 
(fFbo is of Rome ivorfe hated than of you^) 
And Titus Lartius, a moft valiant Roman^ 
Thefe three lead on this preparation 
Whither "tis bent : moft likely^ "tis for you : 
Conjider of it, 

1 Sen, Our army Ls in the field : 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf Nor did you think it folly, 

To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs muft (how themfeives } which in the hatch- 
ing. 

It feera'd, appeared to Rome. By the difcovery, 
We ihall he fiiorten'd in our aim ; which wa8> 
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To take in many towns, ere, almoft, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen, Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commiflion $ hie you to your bands ; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli s 
If they fet dcwn before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army $ but, I think, yoa^ll find 
They have not prepared for us. 

Jfuf. O, doubt not that | 

I fpeak from certainties. Nay, more. 
Some parcels of their powers are forth already^ 
And enly hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
'Tis fwom between us, we (hall ever ftrike 
Tail one can do no more. 



JII. The gods affift you ! 

Juf, And keep your honours iafe ! 

I Sen, Farewell. 

a Sen. Farewell. 

Aa. Farewell. lExewit. 



SCENE III. 
Rome. An Apartment in Marcius' boufe. 

Enter Volumnia, and Virgilia: Hjey Jit down on two 
low flooUf and few, 

FoL I pray you, daughter, fing ; or exprefa yourielf tn 
a more comfortable fort : If my ion were my hufband, I 
ihould freelier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won ho- 
nour, than in the embracements of his bed, where he 
would (how raoft love. When yet he was but tender- 
3 body^d. 



CORIOLANUS. 



13 



bodyM, and the cmly fon of ray womb ; when youth with 
comelinefs pluck'd all gaze his way i when, for a day of 
kings* entreaties, a mother (hould not fell him an hour 
from her beholding ; I,— ^confidering how honour would 
become fu<;h a perfon ; that it was no better than pifture- 
likc to hang by the waU, if renown made it not ftir,*— was 
picafed to let him feek danger where he was like to find 
feme. To a cruel war I fent him ; from whence he re- 
tom^d, his brows boimd with oak. I tell thee, daugh- 
ter, — I fprang not more in joy at firft hearing he was a 
man-chik), than now in firft feeing he had proved himfelf 
a man. 

Fir» But had he died in the bufinefs, madam? how 
then? 

Fol, Then his good report (hould have been my fon ; 
I therein would have found iffue. Here me profefs fin- 
cerely s — Had I a dozen fons,— each in my love alike, and 
none lefs dear than thine and my good Marcius, — I had 
rather had eleven die nobly for their country, than one 
voluptuoufly furfeit out of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Ceta» Madam, the lady Valeria is come to vifit 3rou. 

¥ir, *Bei6ech you, give me leave to retire myfclf. 

#W. Indeed, you (hall not. 
Metiunks, I hear hither your hu(band*s drum \ 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 
As cbikfren from a bear, the Voices (hunning him : 
Methinks, I fee him ftamp thus, and call thus,-^ 
Cmv Mtjou cowards ; you tuere got in fear^ 
Uimghyou 'wen bom in Rome : His bloody brow 
With his maird hand then wiping, forth he goes | 

Like 
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Like to a hanreft-man, that's taflc'd to mow 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 

Vir, His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood ! 

Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man 9 
Than gilt his trophy : The breafts of Hecuba, 
When (he did fuckle He6lor, look'd not lovelier 
Than Heftor's forehead, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fwords' contending.— Tell Valeria, 
We are fit to bid her welcome. \Exif Gent* 

Vir. Heavens blefs my lord from fell Aufidius ! 

Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee. 
And tread upon his neck, 

Ke-enter Gentlewoman, *whh Valeria and her UJber. 

VaL My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet madam,— 

Vir. I am glad to fee your ladyfiiip. 

V4d, How do you both ? you are manifeft houfekeepers. 
What are you fewing here } A fine fpot, in good faith.— 
How does your little fon ? 

Vir. I thank your ladyihip ; well, good madam. 

VoL He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a drum, 
thai^ look upon his fchool-mailer. 

Vol. O* my word, the father's fon : I'll fwear, 'tis a 
very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd upon him o' 
Wednefday half an hour together : he has fuch a con- 
firm'd countenance. I faw him run after a gilded but^ 
terfiy \ and when he caught it, he let it go again ; and 
after it again $ and over and over he comes, and up again ; 
catch'd it again : or whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 
'twas, he did fb fet his tteeth, and tear it ; O, I wammt 
how he mammock'd it t 
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Vol. One of his father^s moods. 
Vol. Indeed la, *tis a noble child. 
Vtr, A crack, madam. 

VaL Come, lay afide your ftitchery ; I mull have ywi 
play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon. 
Vtr, No, good madam j I will not out of doors. 
Fid. Not out of doors ! 
VbL She (hall, ihe fhaU. 

/7r. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not over the 
threihold, till my lord return from the wars. 

Fal. Fie, you confine yourfelf moft unreafonabl/ t Come^ 
^ou muit go vifit the good lady that lies in. 

Hr. I will wilh her fpeedy ftrength, and vlfit her with 
my prayers : but I cannot go thither. 

To/. Why, I pray you ? 

rir. 'Tis not to lave labour, nor that I want love. 

FaL You would be another Penelope : yet, they (ay, all 
the yarn, (be fpun in Ulylfes" abfence, did but fill Ithaca 
full of moths. Come ; I would, your cambrick wert 
fenfible as your finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pity. Come, you (hall go with us. 

f7r. No, good madam, pardon me \ indeed, I will not 
forth. 

Fal. In truth la, go with me ; and I'll tell you excel- 
lent news of your hulband. 

Fir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 

Fdl, Verily, I do not jeft with you ; there came newt 
from him laft night. 

Fir. Indeed, madam ? 

Fal. In earneft, it's true ; I heard a fenator (peak it. 
Thus it is: — The Voices have an army forth | again&. 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of our 
Roman power: your lord, and Titus Lartius, arc ftt 
down before their city Corioli j they nothing doubt pre- 
vailing. 



16 



CORIOLANUSk 



▼ailing, and to make it brief wars. This is true, on imne 
honour j and fo, I pray, go with us. 

Fir, Give me excufe, good madam $ I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 

f^oL Let her alone, lady ; as (he is now, ihe will but 
difeafe our better mirth. 

Fal. In troth, I think, ftie would : — Fare you well 
then. — Come, good fweet lady. — Pr*ythee, Virgilia, turn 
thy (blemnefs out oMoor, and go alcmg with us. 

f^ir. No : at a word, madam ; indeed, I muH not. I 
wifli you much mirth. 

Vol. Well, then farewell. {Exewa. 



SCENE IV. 
Before Coiioli. 

Enter ivitb Drum and Colours, Marcius, Titus Lar- 
Tius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a MeiTenger. 

Mar. Yonder comes news A wager, they have met. 
Lart. My horfe to yours, no. 
Mar. 'Tis done. 

Lart. Agreed. 
Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ? 
Mef. They lie in view j but have not fpoke as yet. 
Lart. So, the good horfe is mine. 
Mar. I'll buy him of you. 

iMrt. No, ni nor fell, nor give him ; lend you him, 
I will. 

For half a hundred years.— Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie thefc armies ? 
Mef. Within this mile and half. 

Mar, 
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Then ihall we hear their *larum, and they ourt. 
ars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work $ 
t wpith fmoking fwords may march from hence^ 
our fielded friends ! — Cotne, blow thy blaft. 

vd a parley. EnUr, on the *walls, fom Senators and 

Otters. 

Aufidips, is he within your walls ? 

. No, nor a man that fears you leis than he^ 

lefTer than a little. Harkf our drums 

[AUtrums afar qf. 

inging forth our youth : We'll break our walls, 
than they (hall pound us up i our gates, 
yet feem (hut, we have but pinn*d with ru(hes \ 

1 open of themfelves. Hark you, i^x off $ 

{Other Alarums. 

is Aufidius : lift, what work he makes 

gft your cloven army. 

O, they are at it t 
^ Their noife be our inftru6lion. — gadders, ho! 

*rhe Voices enter and pafs over the Stage, 

They fear us not, but iflue forth their city. 
)ut your fhields before your hearts, and fight 
hearts more proof than (hields. — Advance, brave 

Titus: 

do difdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
1 makes me fweat with wrath. — Come, on my fel- 
lows J 

at retires, III take him for a Voice, 
le ftiali feel mine edge. 
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Alarum^ and extunt Roouuis and Voices, fighting. The Ro^ 
m»Xis are heaten back to their trewcbes. Re-enUr'Msjaxi^ 

Mar. All the contagion of the fonth light on you, ' 
You fliames of Rome ! you herd of— Boils and plagues 
Plafter you o'er ; that you may be abhoiT*d 
Further than feen^ and one infe£^ another 
Againft the wind a mile ? You fouls of geefe. 
That bear the fhapes of men, how have you run 
From flaves that apes would beat ? Pluto and hell! 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
l^ith flight and agued fear ! Mend, and charge home. 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe. 
And make my wars on yon ; look to^t : Come on ; 
If youll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their wives. 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

Another Alarum. The Voices a?tJ Romans re-enter, and 
the fight is rene*wed. The Voices retire into Corioli, and 
Makcivs/oUowj them to the gates. 

So, now the 'gates are ope: — Now prove good feconds : 
*Tis for the followers fortune widens them. 
Not for the fliers : Mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates y and is Jhut in. 
J Sol. Fool-hardinefs; not I. 



3 Sol. Nor I. 

3 SoL See, they 

Have (hut him in. [Alarum continues n 

Allp To the pot, I warrant him. 



Enter 
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Lart^ What is become of Marcius ? 
AB. Slain, fir, doubtlefs. 

1 Sd. Following the fliers at the very heels. 
With them he enters : who, upon the fudden, 
dapped to their gates ; he is himfelf alone, 
Xo anfwer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow 1 

Who, fenixble, outdares his (enfelefs fword. 
And, when it bows, (lands up! Thou art left, Marcius « 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art. 
Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou wafi a foldier 
£Ten to Cato^s wifli : not fierce and terrible 
Only in flxokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percufiion of thy founds. 
Thou mad^'ft thine enemies (hake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did tremble. 

Re-enter Marcius, bleedings aJfauUed by the enemy* 

1 Sol. Look, fir. 

Lart, 'Tis Marcius : 

I^fs fetch him off, or make remun alike. 

iTbeyJigbt, and all enter the city 

SCENE V. 

Wttbin tbe town. A Street, 

Enter certedn Romans, ivitb fpoils. 

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome, 
a Rm> And I this. 

C 2 '^Rom. 
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3 Rom. A murndn on't I I took this for filvcr. 

[Alarum ccntinues ftUl afar off. 



Enter Marciu8> and TiTVS Lartius, nuitb a trumfttt. 

Mar. See here thefe movers, that do prize their hours 
At a crack'd drachm ! Cufhions, leaden fpoons. 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe (laves. 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up : — Down with them.-«* 
And hark, what noife the general makes I—-T0 him s— 
There is the man of my foul's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 
Whilft I, with thofe that have the fpirit, will hafte 
To help 'Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy fir, thou bleed'ftj 

Thy exercife hath been too violent for 
A fecond courfe of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praife me not: 

My work hath yet not warm'd me : Fare you well. 
The blood I drop is rather phyfical 
Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 

Lart, Now the fair goddefs. Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee j and her great charms 
Mifguide thy oppofers** fwords I Bold gentleman, 
Profperity be thy page 1 

Mar. Thy friend no lefs 

Than thofe (he placeth hlgheft t So, forewelh 

Lart, Thou worthieft Marcius ! — {.Efcit MAi^jCivs. 
Go, found thy trumpet in the market-place j 

tall 
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Call thither all the officers of the town. 

Where they (hall know our mind : Away. [Exiuuti 



SCENE VI. 
Neat the Camp of Cominius. 

Enter Cominivs ami forces, retreating. 

Com. Breathe fOM, my friends; well fought: we are 
come off 

Like Romans, neither foolifh in our ftands. 

Nor cowardly in retire i believe me, firs, 

We ihall be chargM again. Whiles we have ftruck, 

By interims, and conveying gufts, we have heard 

The diarges of our fiiends : — The Roman gods, 

JLead their fucceifes as we wifh our own ; 

That both our powers, with (iniling fronts encountering, 

Enter a Meflenger. 

May give you thankful facrifice !—Thy news ? 

Me/. The citizens of Corioli have iflued. 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 
I fiiw our party to their trenches driven. 
And then I came away. 

Com, Though thou fpeak'ft truth, 

Methinks, thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't (ince ? 

Mefn Above an hour, my lord. 

Com. Tis not a mile j briefly we heard their drums : 
Hew could*ft thou in a mile confound an hour. 
And bring thy news fo late } 

Mef. Spies of the Voices 

C 3 Held 
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Hel(l me in chafe, that I was forc*d to wfteel 
-Thf^ or four miles about ; elfe YaA Ip fir. 
Half an hour ilnce brought mj report. 

£Mer Marcius. 

Com, Who'8 yonder. 

That does appear as he were flay'd ? O gods ! 
He has the ftamp of Marcius ; and I hare 
Before-time feeu him thus. 

Mar, Come I too late ? 

Com, The Ihepherd knows not thunder from a tabor 
More than I know the found of Marcius* tongue 
From every meaner man^s. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com, Ay, if you come not in the blood of others> 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar, O ! let me clip you 

In arms as found, as when I wooM ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done. 
And tapers burn'd to bedward. 

Com. Flower of warriors. 

How is't with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man bufied about decrees : 
Condemning feme to death, and fome to exile; 
Ranfoming hira, or pitying, threatening the other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name*of Rome, 
£veh like a fawning greyhound in the leaih. 
To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that flave. 

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar. ' Let him alone. 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 

T] 
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The common file, (A plague!— Tribunes for thetii !) 
The moufe ne'er (hunn'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rafcals worfe than thej. 
Com, But how prevaird you ? 

Mixr. Will the time ferve to tell ? I do not think- 
Where is the enemy ? Are 3rou lords o* ihe field ? 
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo i 

Com, MarduSj 
We have at difadvantage fought, and did 
Retire, to win our purpofe. 

Mar, How lies their battle ? Know you on which fide 
They have placed their men of truft } 

(km. As I gueft, Marcius, 

Their bands i' the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their beft truft t o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar^ I do befeech you, 

By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By the blood we have (hcd together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me againfi Aufidius, and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the prefent j but. 
Filling the air with fwords advanced, and darts. 
We prove this very hour. 

Com, Though I could wi(h 

You were conduced te a gentle bath. 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your aflcing ; take your choice of thoft 
That beft can aid your action. 

Mar, Thofe are they 

That moft are willing : — If any fuch be here, 
(As it were fin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you fee me fmear'd \ if any fear 
LelTer his perfon than an ill report \ 

C ♦ If 
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If any think, brave death outweighs bad life. 

And that his country^s dearer than lumfelf \ 

Let him, alone, or ib many, fo minded, 

Wave thus, Iwaving bu boMd.l to cxprefs his difpoiition. 

And follow Marcius. 

[they all Jbout, and <wave their fw9rds \ take him 
up in their arnu, and cafi uf their caps. 
O me, alone ! Make you a fword of me ? 
If thefe (hows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices ? None of you, but is 
Able to bear agaiaft the great Aufidius 
A (hield as hard as his. A certain number, 
though thanks to all, muft I fele6^ : the reft 
Shall bear the buiiners in fome other fight. 
As caufe will be obey'd. Pleafe you to march \ 
And four ihall quickly draw out my command. 
Which men are beft inclinM. 

Com. March on,< my fellows : 

Make good this oftentation, and you ihall 
Divide in all with us, [Exeunt^ 

SCENE VII. 
The Gates of Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having fet a guard upon Corioli, going 
twith a drum and trumpet torward QomvcLViz* and Cais Mar- 
cius, enters tvitb a lieutenant, a party of foldiers, and a 
Jcout. 

Lart, So, let the ports be guarded : keep your dutiesj 
As I have fet them down. If I do fend, defpatch 
Thofe centuries to our aid j the reft will fervc 
For a fbort holding : If we lofe the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 

Liat* 
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' Uiu, Fear not our care, fir. 

Lart. Hence, and fhut your gates npon us. — 
Our guider, come j to the Roman camp conduct us. 

SCENE VIII. 

■ ~» 

A field of battle betiveen the Roman and Volcian Camps. 
Alarum. £nter Makcivs and Aufidius. 

Mar. I'll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate thee 
Worfe than a promife-breaker, 

Auf. We hate alike ; 

Not Africk owns a ferpent, I abhor 
More than thy feme and envy: Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's flave. 
And the gods doom him after ! 

Auf, If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within thefe three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleased : *Tis not my blood. 
Wherein ttiou feeft me maik'd ; for thy revenge. 
Wrench up thy power to the higheft. 

Auf, Wert thou the Heftor, 

That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny. 
Thou fhould'ft not fcape me here — 

\frbey fight y and certain Voices come to the aid of 
Aufidius. 

Oflkious, and not valiant — you have fliam'd me 
In your condemned feconds. 

[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius* 
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SCENE IX. 
The Roman Camp, 

Alarum. A Retreat is founded, Flourijb, Enter at one JUe^ 
CoMiNius, andKomzm-y at the other fide^ Marcius, 
^%th his arm in a fcarf^ and other Romans. 

Com, If I ftiould tell thee o'er this thy day^s work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it. 
Where fenators (hall mingle tears with finiles 5 
Where great patricians Aall attend, and ihrug, 
I' the end, admire ; where ladies (hall be frighted, 
And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where tlie dull Tribunes, 
That, with the fufty plebeians, hate thine honours. 
Shall fay, againft their hearts, — We thank the gods. 
Our Rome bath fuch a foldier I 
Yet cam'ft thou to a morfel of this feaft. 
Having fully din'd before. 

Enter Titus Lartius, tmth his power , from the purfuit, 

hart, O general. 

Here is the fteed, we the caparifon : 
Had'ft thpu beheld— 

Mar, Vrzy now, no more : my mother. 

Who has a charter to extol her blood. 
When (he does praife me, grieves me, I have done. 
As you have done ; that's what I canj induced 
As you have been j that's for my country ; 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Jiath overtaken mine a6t. 

Com. You (hall not be 

The grave of your deferving j Rome muft know 

The 



^ The value of her own : Hwere a conoealoient 
Worfe than a theft^ no lefs than a traduoement. 
To hide your doings ; and to filence that. 
Which, to the fpire and top of praifes vouch'd, 
Would feem batnodeftt Therefore, I befeech yon» 
(In iign of what yoxt are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before onr army hear me. 

Mkr. I have fome woiunds upon me, and^they fmaft 
To hear themfelve» remembered. 

Com, Should they not. 

Well might they fefler *gainft ingratitude. 
And tent themfelves with death. Of all the hoHes, 
(Whereof we hare ta'en good, and good fto/e,) of all 
The treafure, in this field achievM, and city, , 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta-en ferth^ 
Before the common diilribudon, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar, I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my heart confent to take 
A bribe, to pay my fword : I do refufe it j 
And ftand upon my common part with thofe 
That have beheld the doing. 
I A long fiourijh, They cry^ Marcius ! Marcius ! cafi 
up their cups and lances i CoMiNius and Lartius 
fiand hare. 

Mar, May thefe fame inflruments, which you profane. 
Never found more ! When drums and trumpets fliail 
I' the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of falfe-fac'd foothing! When fteel growi 
Soft as the parafite's filfc, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I fay j 
For that I have not wa/h'd my nofe that bled. 
Or foil'd fome debile wretch, — which, without note, 
Here's many elfc have done,— you Ihout me forth 

In 
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In acclamatioat h7per)>olical| 

As if I lov'd my little fliould be dieted 

In praifes fauc'd with lies* 

Com. Too modeft are yon f 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us that give you truly : by your patience^ 
If 'gainft yourfelf you be inceni^d, weHl put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm,) in manacles. 
Then reafon fafely with you. — Therefore, be it known. 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war*s garland : in token of the which. 
My noble fteed, known to the camp, I give him. 
With all his trim belonging; and, from this time. 
For what he did before Corioli, call him. 
With all the applaufe and clamour of the hoft, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus.— Bear 
The addition nobly ever ! 

[Flourijb. I'rumpets founds and drums. 
All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 
Cor, 1 will go wa(h ; 
And when my fece is fair, you (hall perceive 
Whether I blulh, or no : Howbeit, I thank you:-— 
I mean to ftride your fteedj and, at all times, 
To undercreft your good addition. 
To the fairncfs of my power. 

Com, So, to our tent ; 

Where, ere we do repofe us, we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefs.— You, Titus Lartius, 
Muft to Corioli back : fend us to Rome 
' The bcft, with -whom we may articulate. 
For their own good, and ours. 
Lart. I (hall, my lord. 

Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that now 

Refused 
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Refiis'^d moft princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Cam. Take it: 'tis yours.— What ii't ? 

Cor. I fbmetime lay, here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's houfe ; he us'd me kindly : 
He cry'd to me$ I &w him prifoner } 
But then Aufidius was within my view. 
And -wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity I requeft you 
To give ray poor hoft freedom. 

Com. Of well begg'd! 

Were he the butcher of my fon, he ihould 
Be free, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart. Marciusy his name ? 

Cor, By Jupiter, forgot:— 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd.— 
Have we no wine here > 

Com, Go we to our tent: 

The blood upon your vifage dries: 'tis time 
It ihould be look'd to : come* \^Exeunt. 

SCENE X. 
Camp of the Voices. 

A flourtjb, Co)-neis, Enter Tullus Aufidius hhody^ 
ivith tvjo or three foUiers^ 

Auf, The town is ta'en ! 

1 SoL 'Twill be delivered back on good condition. 

Auf, Condition?— 
I would, I were a Roman ; for I cannot. 
Being a Voice, be that I am. — Condition I 
What good condition can a treaty find 
r the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 

I have 
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I have fought whh thee $ fo often haft thou beat me $ 

And would*ft do fo, I think, fhould wc encounter 

As often as we eat.— -By the elements, 

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard» 

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 

Hath not that honour in't, it had j for where 

I thought to cniih-him in an equal force, 

(True fword to fword), 1*11 potch at him fome way j 

Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 

1 Sol. . He's the devil. 

Auf, Bolder, though not fo fubtle: My valour's (loi- 
fon'^. 

With only fuffering ftain by him 5 for him 

Shall fly out of itfelf : nor fleep, nor fan6hiary. 

Being naked, lick; nor fane, nor CapitoU 

The prayers of priefts, nor times of iacrifice, 

Embarquements all of fury, ihall lift up 

Their rotten privilege and cuftom *gainft 

Afy hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it 

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there 

Againft the hofpitable cannon, would I 

Wafti my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the city 5 

Learfi how 'tis held $ and what they are, that muft 

Be hoftages for Rome. 

I Sfil. Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the cyprefs grove : 
I pray you, 

('Tis fouth the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How'the yhorld goes ; that to the pace of it 
I may fpur on my journey, 
I Sol. . Ifliall, fir. [Exeunt. 
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ACT IT. SCENE I. 

Rome. A public Place, 
Enter Menenixjs, Sicinius, and Brutus. 

Men» The augurer tells me, we (hall have news to-night. 
Bru, Gobd> or bad ? 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people^ for 
they love not Marcius. 
Sic, Nat are teaches beads to know their friends. 
Men, Pray you, who docs the wolf love ? 
Sic. The lamb. 

Men, Ay, to devour \im\ as the hungry plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru, He^s a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men, He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. You 
two are old men; tell me one thing that I (hall alk you. 

Both Trib, Well, fir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marciu» poor, that you too 
have not in abundance ? 

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but ftor'd with all. 

Sic, Efpecially, in pride. 

Bru, And topping all others in boaftlng. 

Men, This is ftrange now: Do you two know how 
you are cenfured here in the city, I mean of us o' the right- 
hand file ? Do you P 

Both Trib. Why, how are we cenfured ? 

iWhr. Becaufe you talk of pride now, — Will you not be 
angry ? 

Both Trib, Well, well, fir, well.- 

Men, Wby, 'tis no great matter ; for a very little thief 
of occafion will rob you of a great deal of patience : give 
3 your 
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your difpoiition the reins, and be angry at your pleafures ; 
at the leaft, if you take it as a pleafure to you, in being fo. 
You blame Marcius for being proud ? 
Bru. We do it not alone, fir. 

Men, I know, you can do very little alone 5 for your 
helps are many j or elfe your a6tions would grow wond- 
rous fmgle : your abilities are too infant-like, for doing 
much alone. You talk of pride : O, that you could turn 
your eyes towards the napes of your necks* and make 
but an interior furvey of your goodfelves! O, that you 
could! 

Bru, What then, fir? 

Men, Why, then you (hould difcover a brace of un- 
meriting, proud, violent, telty magilbrates, (alias fools,) as 
any in Rome. 

^iV . Menenius, you are known well enough top. 

Men, I am known to be a humorous patrician, and one 
that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of allay- 
ing Tiber in'tj faid to be fomething imperfeft, in fe- 
vouring the firfl: complaint j hafty, .and tinder-like, upon 
too trivial motion : one that converfes more with the but- 
tock of the night, than with the forehead of the morn- 
ing. What I think, I utter \ and fpend my malice in my 
breath : Meeting two fuch weals-men as you are, (I cannot 
call you Lycurgufes) if the drink you give me, touch my 
palate adverfely, I make a crooked face at It. I cannot 
fay, your worihlps have delivered the matter well, when 
I find the afs in compound with the major part of yoar 
fyllables: and though I muft be content to bear with 
thofe that fay you are reverend grave men ; yet they lie 
deadly, that tell, you have good faces. If you fee this 
in the map of my microcofm, follows it, that I am knoWli 
well enough too ? What harm can your biflbn confpec- 
tuities glean out of this dmraiSler, if I be known well 
enough too ? 

6 ^ Bru. 
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Bru, Come, fir, come, we know you well enough. 

Mai, You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any thing. 
You are ambitious for poor knaves^ caps and legs $ you 
wear out a good wholefome forenoon, in hearing a caufe 
between an orange- wife and a foifet-felier ; and then re- 
joam the controverfy of three-pence to a fecond day of 
audience. — When you are hearing a matter between par- 
ty and party, if you chance to be pinch'd with the cho- 
lick, you make faces like mummers j fet up the bloody 
flag againft all patience ; and, in roaring for a chamberpot, 
difinifs the controverfy bleeding, the more entangled by 
your hearing : all the peace you make in their caufe, is, 
calling both the parties knaves : You are a pair of ilrange 
ones. 

Bru» Come, come, you are well underftood to be a 
perfe6ler giber for the table, than a neceiTary bencher in the 
Capitol. 

Men, Our very priefts muft become mockers, if they 
fliall encounter fuch ridiculous fubjcfts as you are. When 
you fpeak belt unto the purpofe, it is not worth the wag- 
ging of your beards ; and your beards deferve not fo ho- 
nourable a grave, as to ftuif a botcher's cu(hion, or to be 
entombM in an afs's pack-faddle. Yet you muft be fay- 
ing, Marcius is proud ; who, iii a cheap eftimation, is 
worth ail your predeceiTors, fince Deucalion $ though, 
peradventure, fome of the beft of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good e'en to your worihips $ more of your 
oonverfation would infefl my brain, being the herdfmen 
of the beaftly plebeians ; I will be bold to take my leave 
of you, [Brvtus and Sicinius rftire,' 
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liew noWf my as fair at noble liadtes, (and the moon, 
were ihe earthly, no nobko) whither do yon follow your 
eyes fo £ift ? 

Honourable Maneniti»t my boy Mardus approach- 
es i for the lore of Jumo, let*s go. 

Mof, Ha ! Marcius coming home ? 

FaL Ay, worthy Mcnenius $ and with moft.profperoiu 
approbation. 

MfM» Takemycapy Jupiter* and I thank thee : — ^HooT 
Marcius coming home I 
Toiv Ladies, Nay, 'tis true. 

IW. look» here's a letter from him ; the ftate hath 
another, his wift another } and, I think, there's one at 
home for you. 

Mm* I will make my very houfe reel to night : — A 
letter for me ? 

fir. YeSf certam> there*s a letter for you ; I iaw k. 

Mm^ A letter for me ? It gives me an eftate of fevea 
years' kealth ) m which time, I will make a Up at the 
phyilcian : the moil fovcoreign prefcription in Galen is 
but empinculickf and, to this prefervative, of no better 
report t hqde-drench. Is he not wounded ? he wa» 
wont to come hmi» wounded. 

^cr. O, no, no, no. 

fW. 0» he is wounded, I ^nk the gods fbr't^ 

Mm. So do I too, if it be not too much : — Brings 'a vic- 
tory in his pocket The wounds become him. 

FqL On's brows» Menenius : he comes the third dme 
home with the oaken garland. 

Men» Has he difcipltned Aufidius foundly ? 

ra. 
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Vol, Titus Lartius writes, — they fought together, but 

Aufidius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
ftat t an he had ftaid by him, I would not have bet-n fo 
fidius*d for all the chefts in Corioli, and the gold that's in 
them. Is the fcnate poffefs'd of this ? 

yoL Good ladies, let's go : Yes, yes, yes % the fenate 
has letters from the general, wherein he gives my fon the 
whole name of the war : he hath in this a6^ion outdone his 
former deeds doubly. 

Fal, In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of him. 

JMfv. Wondrous } ay, I warrant you, and not without 
his true purchaiing. 

Fir. The gods grant them true ! 

FeL True ? pow, wow. 

Men. True ? PU be fworn they are true Where is he 
wounded?— God fave your good worftiips ! [To the Tri* 
bunes.'i Marcius is coming home : he has more caufe to be 
proud.— Where is he wounded ? 

AW. I' the fhoulder, and i' the left arm : There will be 
large cicatrizes to ihew the people, when he fliall ftand for 
hit place. He received in the repulfe of Tarquin, feven 
hurts i' the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh, there's 
nine that I know. 

Fd. He had, before this hft expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it's twenty-feven : every ga(h was an ene-> 
ffly*s grave : [ajbout^ andflourijb.^ Haric, the trumpets. 

Theie are the ulhers of Marcius : before him 
He carries ndfe, and behind him he leaves tears \ 
Death, that dark fpirit, in's nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which beinf advanced, declines ; and then men die. 

D% A Smut. 
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A Sennet . Trumpets found. Enter C M i N i u s and Titus 
Lartiusj betuoeenthem, Coriolanus, crowned with 
an oaken garland \ nvith captains and foU&ers^ and a He- 
rald. 

Her, Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli' gates : where he hath won. 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius j thefe 
In honour follows, Coriolanus i— 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus! [Fkurijh, 
All, Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
Cor, No more of this, it does offend my heart $ 

Pray now, no more. 
Com, Look, fir, your mother,— 

Cor. O I 

You have, I know, petition^ all the gods 

For my profperity. [KiueU, 
Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up \ 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 

By deed-achieving honour newly nara'd. 

What is it ? Coriolanus, muft I call thee ? 

But O, thy wife^ 

Cor, My gracious filence, hail ! 

Would'il thou have laughed, had I come coffin'd home. 

That wecp-ft to fee me triumph ? Ah, my dear. 

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear. 

And mothers that lack fons. 
Men» , "Now the gods crown thee ( 

Cor, And live you yet ?— O my fweet lady, pardon. 

iTo Valeria. 

FoL I know not where to turn O welcome home } 
And welcome, general j — And you are welcome all. . 

Men. 
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Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes : I could weep. 
And I could laugh 5 I am light, and heavy : Welcome : 
A curfe begin at very root of his heart. 
That is not glad to ice thee ! — You are three. 
That Rome fliould doat on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliih. Yet welcome, warriors i 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 
<^om. Ever right. 

Cor, Menenlus, ever, ever. 
Her, Give way there, and go on. 
Cor, Your hand, and yours : 

[To his 'Wife and mother. 
Ere in our own houfe I do (hade my head. 
The good patricians muft be vifited j 
From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings. 
But with them change of honours. 

Fof, I have llv'd 

To fee Inherited my very wiflies. 
And the buildings of my fancy : only there 
Is one tlung wanting, which I doubt not, but 
Our Rome will caft upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their fervant in my way. 
Then fway with them in theirs. 
Com. On, to the Capitol. 

\FlourtJh. Cornets. Exeunt in ftate^ as before. 
The Tribunes come forward. 
BrU' All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights 
Arc fpeftacled to fee him : Your prattling nurfc 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry. 
While (he chats him : the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeft lockram *bout her reechy neck. 
Clambering the walls to eye him : Stalls, bAilkS) vfiadows^ 
D 3 
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Ane finother^d up, leads fiU'd, and ridges faoii'd 
With variable complexioDS ; all agreeing 
In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-fhewn flament 
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ftation : our veiled dames 
Commit the war of white and damafk, in 
Their niccly-gawded cheeks, to the wanton fpoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kiflcs : fuch a podier, 
As if that whatfoever god, who leads him. 
Were (lily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful pofture. 

Sic, On the fudden, 

I wairant him conful. 

Bru, Then our office may, 

During his power, go fleep. 

Sic, He cannot temperately tranfport his honours 
From wl ere he (hould begin, and end; but will 
X^ofe thofe that he hath won. 

Bru, In that there's comfort. 

Sic, Doubt not, the commoners, for whom we fbrnd. 
But they,- upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the leaft caufe, thefe his new honours \ 
Which that he'll give them, make I as little queftion 
As he is proud to do't. 

Bru, I heard him fwear. 

Were he to ftand for conful, never would he 
Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put 
The napleft .vefture of humility ; 
Nor,' fliowing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg theii* (linking breaths. 

Sic. 'Tis right; 

Bru. It was his word : O, he would mifs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the fuit o' th gentry tp him. 
And the defire of the nobles. 

Sic. 
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Sic. I wj{h no better. 

Than ha?e him hold that pnrpofci and to put it 
In execution. 
Bru. ^Ti8 moft like, he wiU. 

Sic, It ihaU be t# him theo, as our good wjUs % 
A fure deftru^on. ^ 

Bru. So it muft fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end« 
We mult Aiggeft the people, in what hatred 
^ He ftill hath held them } that, to his power, he would 

Have made them mules, iilenc'd their pleaders, and 
L Difproperty'd their freedoms : holding them, 
I In hmnan a£lion and capacity. 

Of no more foul, nor fiitnefs for the world. 
Than camels in their war ; who have their provand 
i. Only for bearing burdens, and fore blows 
I For finking under them« 

! Sic, This, as you fay, fuggefted 

At fome time when his foaring infolence 
Shall teach the people, (which time (hall not want, 
' if he b^ put upon't; and that*s as eafy. 
As to fet dogs on deep,) will be his fire 
To kindle their dry ftubble j and their blaze 
£baU darken him for ever. 

EtiUr a Meflenger« 

j Bru, What's the matter ? 

Mef. You are fcnt for to the CapitoL 'Tis th<wight. 
That Marcius (hall be conful : I have feen 
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind 
Td hear him fpeak : The matrons flung their gloves. 
Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs. 
Upon him as he pafs'd : the nobles bended 

D4 As 
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As to Jove's ftatue ; and the commons made 

A (hower, and thunder, with their caps, and ihouts : 

I never faw the like. 

Bru. Let's to the Capitol 5 

And cany with us ears and eyes for the time. 
But hearts for the event. 

Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
The fame, The CapitoL 
Enter t^'o Officers, to hy cuftnons, 

I Off, Come, come, they are almoft here ; How many 
ftand for confullhips ? 

1 Off, Three, they fay : btit 'tis thought <Jf every one, 
Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off, That's a brave fellow 5 but he's vengeance proud, 
and loves not the common people. 

2 Off, 'Fdith, there liave been many great men that 
have fluttered the people, who ne'er loved them, and there 
be many that they have loved, they know not wherefore : 
fo that, if they love they know not why, they hate upon 
no better a ground : Therefore, for Coriolanus neither 
to care whether they love, or hate him, manifefts the true 
knowledge he has in their difpoiition \ and, out of his 
noble careleflhefs, lets them plainly fee't. 

X Off. If he did not care whether he had their love, or 
no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harm 5 but he feeks their hale with greater de- 
votion than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing 
undone, that may fully difcover him their oppofite. Now, 
to feem to affe^ the malice and diipleafure of the people. 
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is as bad as that which he didikes, to flatter them for 
their love, 

a Off, He hath deferved worthily of his country : And 
his afcent is not by fuch eafy degrees as thofe, who, having 
been fupple and courteous to the people, bonnetted, with- 
out any further deed to heave them at all into their eftima- 
tion and report : but he hath fo planted his honours in 
their eyes, and his aftions in their hearts, that for their 
tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo much, were a kind 
of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwife, were a malice, 
that, giving itfelf the lie, would pluck reproof and re- 
buke from every ear that heard it. 

1 Off, No more of him 5 he is a worthy man : Make 
way, they are coming. 

A Sennet. Enter ^ uoitb LiSiors before them, CoMisivs the 
Con/ul, Menenius, Coriolanus, many other Senators, 
S I c I N I u s and Brutus. The Senators take their places ; 
The Tribunes take theirs alfo by themfelves. 

Men, Having determined of the Voices, and 
To fend for Titus Lartius, it remains. 
As the main point of this our after-meeting. 
To gratify his noble fervice, that 
Hath thus ftood for his country : Therefore, pleafe you, 
Moft reverend and grave elders, to defire 
The prefent conful, and laft general 
In our well-found fucceiTes,* to report 
A little of that worthy work performed 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himfelf. 

X Sen, Speak, good Cominius : 

jL^eave nothing out for length j and make us think. 

Rather 
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Rather our ftate*t defective for requital^ 
Than we to ftretch it out. Matters o* the people* 
We do requeft your kindeft ears \ and» after. 
Your loving motion toward the conunon body^ 
To yield what pafles here. 

Sie. We are consented 

Upon a pleafing treaty \ and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our aflembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 

We ihall be blefsM to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto priz'd them at. 

Men. That's off, that's off \ 

I would you rather had been iilent : Pleafe you 
To hear Cominius fpeak ? 

Bru, Moft willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent,. 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people \ 

3ut tie him not to be their bedfellow.— 
Worthy Cominius, fpeak.— Nay, keep your place. 

[Co aio L A N u s r^/, /0 1^ ^pu>/3 

I Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never ihame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honour's pardon | 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again. 
Then hear iky how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope. 

My words dif-bench'd you not. 

Cvr. No, fir : yet oft. 

When blows have made me ftay, I fled frpm words. 
You footh'd not* therefore hurt not : But, your people 
\ love them as they weigh. 

Me 
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Men. Pray now, fit down. 

Cor. I had ratho* have one fcratch my bead i' the Am* 
When the alarum were finicky than idly (it 
To hear my nothings monfter*d. [Exit CoiuOLANua, 

Men, Mailers o* the people. 

Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter, 
(That^s thoufand to one good one,) when you now fee. 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour. 
Than one of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Cominius. 

Com, I ihall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. — It is held. 
That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and 
Moft dignifies the haver : if it be. 
The man I fpeak of cannot in the world 
Be fingly counterpoise. At ilxteen yean. 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator, 
Whm with all praife I point at, faw him fight. 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The briftled lips before him : he beftrid 
An o'er-prefs*d Roman, and i* the conful's view 
Slew three oppofers : Tarquin's felf he met. 
And ilruck him on his knee : in that day's feats. 
When he might a6t the woman in the fcene. 
He prov'd beft man i' the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter*d thus, he waxed like a fea ; 
And in the brunt of feventeen battles fince. 
He lurch'd all fwords o' the garland. For this lail, 
Before and in Corioli, let me £iy, 
I cannot fpeak him home : He ftopp'd the fliers ; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into fport : as waves before 
A veflel under £dl, fo men obeyed. 

And 
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And fell below his ftem : his fword (death's ftamp) 
Where it did mark, it took j from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o* the city, which he painted 
With flmnlefs deftiny j aidlefs came off. 
And with a fudden reinforcement ftruck 
Corioli, like a planet : Now all's his : 
When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready fenfe : then ftraight his doubled fpirit 
Re-quicken'd what in fle(h was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual fpoil : and, till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he mever ftood 
To eafe his breaft with panting. 

Men, Worthy man ! 

I Sen, He cannot but with meafure fit the honours 
Which we devife him. 

Ccm. Our fpoil s he kick'd at ; 

And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o^ the world : he covets lefs 
Than mifery itfelf would give 5 rewards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To fpend the time, to end it. 

Men, He's right noble 5 

X.et him be call'd for. 

J Sen, Call for Coriolanus. 

Off, He dotk appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men, The fenite, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee conful. 
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Cor. I do owe them ftill 

My life, and ier?lces« 

Men. It then remalhs. 

That you do fpeak to the people. 

Cor. I do bcfeech you 



Let me o'er.leap that cuftom ; for I cannot 

Put on the gown, (land naked, and entreat them. 

For my wounds' fake, to give their fuffrage : pleafe you. 

That I may pals this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people 

Muii have their voices 5 neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't 

Pray you, go fit you to the cuftom i and 
Take to you, as your predecelTors have. 
Your honour with your form* 

Cor. It is a part 

That I (hall blu(h in a£bing, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 
Bru, Mark you that ? 

Cor. To brag unto tbetn,-— Thus I did, and thus 
Shew them the unaking fears which I (hould hide. 
As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only >— 

Men, Do not ftand upon't.-— 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people. 
Our purpofe to them $ — and to our noble conful. 
Wiih we all joy and honour. 
Sen, To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[Flourijb, Then Exeunt Senators. 
Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the people. 
Sk. May they perceive 's intent 5 He will require them^ 
As if he did contemn what he requefted 
Shoald be in them to give. 

Bru» 
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Bru, Comey we'll inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-placet 
I know, they do attend us. [Eximnt, 

SCENE III. 
fame, ^be Forum, 

Enter feveral Citizens. 

1 Ci/. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought not 
to deny him. 

2 OV. We may, fir, if we will. 

3 Cit, We have power in ourfelves to do it, but it is a 
power that we have no power to do : for if he ihow us bis 
wounds, and tdi us his deeds, we are to put our tongues 
into thofe wounds, and fpeak iox them \ fo, if he tell us 
his noble deeds, we muft alio tell him our noble acceptance 
of them. Ingratitude is monibrous : and for the multi- 
tude, to be ingrateful, were to make a monger •f the mul- 
titude \ of the which, we being members, (hould bring 
ourfelves to be monibrous members. 

2 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ierve : for once, when we ftood up about the 
com, he him&lf ftuck not to call us— 4h6 many4ieadcd 
multitude, 

3 Cit. We have been call'd fo of many \ not that ear 
heads are fome brown, fome black, ibme auburn, ibme 
bald, but that our wits are fo diverfly coloured: and 
truly I think, if all our wits were to iifue out of oneikull, 
they w#ukl fly eaft, weft, north, fouth \ and their con- 
ient of one diredi way ihould be at once to ail the points 
o' the compafs. 

a Cit. 
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% Cit. Think ymt fo ? Which way, do you judge, my 
wit would fly? 

f CSt. Nay, your wit will not (6 foon out as another 
man^s will, 'tis ftrongly wedged up in a block-head: 
but if it were at liberty, 'twould, fare, fouthward. 

» Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To lofe itfelf in a fog $ where being three parts 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
fbr confcience fake, to help to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit, You are never without your tricks You may, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I fay, if he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier 
man. 



Inter CoRiolanus ^m/MENEirius. 

Here he comes, and in the gown of humility $ mark his 
behaviour. We are not to ftay all together, but to come 
by him where he ftands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He*s to make his requefts by particulars | wherein every 
one of us has a iingle honour, in giving him our own 
voices vrith our own tongues: therefore follow me, and 
m direft you how yon ihall go by him. 
jUi. Content, content. IBxnmim 
Mm. O fir, you are not right : have yon not known 
The worthieft men have done't ? 

Cor. What muft I (ay 

I praf , fir,— -Plague upon't I I cannot bring 

to9gue to fuch a pace : — ^Look, fir my w«unds i-^ 
I got them in my country's fervice, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noife of our own drums. 

6 Men. 
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Men, O me, the gods ! 

You mud: not fpeak of that ; you muft deilre them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me ? Hang 'em ! 

I would they would forget me, like the vritues 
Which our divines lofe by them. 

Men, You'll mar all ; 

I'll leave you : Pray you, fpeak to them, I pray you. 
In wholefome manner, lExit. 

Enter tivo Citizens. 

Cor. Bid them wafh their faces. 

And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace. 
You know the caufe, fir, of my (landing here. 

1 Cit. We do, fir 5 tell us what hath brought you to't. 

Cor, Mine own defcrt. 

a Cit. Your own defert ? 

Cor. Ay, not 

Mine own defire. 

I Cit. How ! not your own defire ? 

Cor. No, fir: 
''Twas never my defire yet, to trouble 
The poor with begging. 

X Cit, You muft think, if we give you any thing. 
We hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o"* the confulibip ? 

f Cit. The price is, fir, to aik it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly ! 

Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds to (how you. 
Which (hall be yours in private. — ^Your good voice^ fir } 
What (ay you ? 

% Cit. You (hall have it, worthy fir. 

Cor. A match, fir 

There 
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There is m all two WdrthJ' voices beggM :— 
I have your alms \ adieu. 

s Cit, But this is foiiielflnhg odd. 

a Cit. Ati 'twere to give agian,— But 'tis no matter. 

\Exenht two Citize^is. 

Enter Mo other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ftaod with the ttme of 
your voices, that I may be conftA, I have here the cuf- 
tomary gown. 

1 Cit. You have deferved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deferved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma?' 

I eft. You have been a fcourge to her enemies, you 
have been a rod to her friends ^ you. have not, indeed, 
loved the common people. 

Cor, You ihould account me the more virtuous, that I 
have not been common in my love. I will, fir, flatter 
my fwom brother the people, to earn a dearer eftimation 
of them ; 'tis a condition they account gentle ; and iince 
the wifdom of their choice is rather to have my hat than 
my heart, I will pra^fe the infmuating nod, and be off 
to them moft counterfeitly j that is, fir, I will coun- 
^terfeit the bewitchment of fome popular man, and give it 
kboantifully to the defirers. Therefore, bcfeech you, I 
rmay be conful. 

' 2 Cit. We hope to find you our friend j and therefore 
pvt you our voices heartily. 

1 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with (bowing them. 
I will make much of your voices, and fo trouble you no 
further* 

- E Both 
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Botb Cit. The gods give you joy, iiry heartily! [£4pnMrf. 
Cor. Moft fweet voices !— 
Betffer it is to die, better to ftarve» 
Than crave the hire which firft we do deferve. 

. Why in thi# woolvifh gown (hould I ftand here. 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear. 
Their necdlefs vouches ? Cufi;om. calls me to't 
What cuftom wills, in all things fhould we do't^ 
The duft on antique time would lie unfwept, 

. And mountainous error be too highly heaped 
For truth to over-peer. — Rather than fool it fo, 

• Let the high office and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half through | 
The one part fuffer'd, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens. 

Here come more voices, — 

Your voices : for your voices I have fought j 

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 

Of wounds two dozen odd ^ battles thrice fix 

I have feen, and heard of $ for your voices, have 

Done many things, fome lefs, fome more : your voices : 

Indeed, I would be conful. 

1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeft man^s voice. 

2 Cit. Therefore let him be conful : The gods give ' * 
joy, and make him good friend to the people ! 

Ail, Amen, amen.-^— ^ 
God fave thee, noble conful t {Exeunt Citizens 

Cor, Worthy voices ! 

Menenius, Brutus, and Sicivius. 

Men, You have flood your limitation j and the tribunes 

Endue 
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Endue you with the people's voice : RemainSy 
That, in the official marks invefted, you 
Anon do meet the ienate. 

C(9r. Is this done ? 

Sic. The cuftom of requeft you have dlfcharg'd : 
The people do admit you \ and are fummon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where ?. at the fenate-houfe ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanns. 

Cor. May I then change thefe garments ? 

Sic. You may, fir. 

Cor. That I'll ftraight do ; and, knowing myfelf again, 
Repair to the fenate-houfe. 

Men. I'll keep you company. — Will you along ? 

Bru. We iftay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

{Exeunt Coriol. a»iMEN£N. 
He ha^ it now \ and by his looks, methinks, 
Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : Will you diimifs the people \ 

(Ke-enter Citizens. 
Sic, How now, my mafters ? have you chofe this man ? 
\ X Cit. He has our voices, fir. 
Bru. We. pray the gods, he may deferve your loves. 
% Cit. Amen, fir : To my poor unworthy notice. 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, 
He flouted us down-right. 

X Cit. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us. 
2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave yourfelf, but fays, 
i . E » He 
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He us'd us fcorafully : he flioald have ihowM ut 
His marks of merit, woimds receiY'd for his ooontty. 

Sic. Why, fo he did, I am furc. 

Cit, No i no man iaw *em. 

3 He (aid, he had wounds, which he could fliow in 

private j 

And with his hat, thus waving it in fcora, 
IivomLibe conful, fays he : aged cuftontf 
But by your 'voices, *wiU not fo per Tint me \ 
Your voices therefore : When we granted that, 
Here was, — I thank yw for your *veices,-^thankyou, — 
Tour moji fuaeet ^voices : — no-iv you haw left your innces, 
J ha^ve no further with you Was not this mockery ? 

Sic, \y hy, either, were you ignorant to fce't ? 
Or, feeing it, of fuch childifti friendlinefs 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru, Could you not have told him. 

As you were leflbn'd, — When he liad no power. 
But was a petty fervant to the ftate, 
He was your enemy ; ever fpake againft 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear] 
I' the body of the weal ; and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and fway o' the ftate. 
If he ftiould ftill malignantly remain 
Faft foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curfes to yourfelves ? You (hould have (aid. 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he ftood for ; fo his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranflate his malice towards you into love. 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have ikid. 

Aft 
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As you were fbre-advis^d, had touched hi« fpirit, 
And try'4 hi* inclination ; from him pluck'd 
Either his gracious promife, which you might* 
As caufe had call'd you up, have held him to j 
Or elfe it would have gall'd his furly nature. 
Which eafily endures not article 
Tying him td aught 5 fo, putting him to rage, 
You ihould have ta'en the advantage of his choler. 
And pafs'd him uneleded, 

Bru. Did you perceive. 

He did folicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves 5 and do you think, 
That his contempt ihall not be bruiiing to you. 
When he hath power to crufli ? Why had your bodies 
No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
Againft the re^orihip of judgement ? 

Sic, Have you. 

Ere now, deny'd the aiker ? and, now again. 
On him, that did not a(k, but mock, beftow 
Your fu'd-fer tongues ? 

3 Cit, He's not confirmed, we may deny him yet. 

2 Ci>. And will deny him : 
lil have five hundred voices of that found. 

2 Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 
'em. 

Bru, Get you hence inftantly ; and tell thofe friends,— 
They have chofe a conful, that will from them take 
Their liberties 5 make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as oR:en beat for barking. 
As therefore kept to do fo. 

Sic. Let them affemble ; 

And, on a fafer judgement, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you : beiides, forget not 

E 3 With 
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with wbat contempt he wore the humble weed 5 
How in his fuit be fcornM you : but your loveS) 
Thinking upon his fervices, took from you 
The apprehenfion of his prefent poitance. 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fiifhion 
After the inveterate hate he bears yon. 

Bru. Lay . 

A fault on us, your tribunes 5 that we laboured, 
(No impediment between) but that you muft 
Caft your elediion on him. 

Sic. Say, you chofe him 

More after our commandment, than as guided 
By your own true afFeftions i and that, your minds 
Pre-occupy'd with what you rather muft do 
Than what you (hould, made you againft the grain 
To voice him conful : Lay the fault on us. 

Bru, Ay, fpare us not. Say we read leflures to you. 
How youngly he began to ferve his countiy. 
How long continued : and what (lock he fprings of. 
The noble houfe o' the Marcians ; from whence came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's fon. 
Who, after great Hoftilius, here was king : 
Of the fame houfe Publius and Quintus were. 
That our beft water brought by conduits hither 5 
And Cenforinus, darling of the people. 
And nobly nam'd fo, being cenfor twice. 
Was his great anceftor. 

Sic, One thus defcended. 

That hath bcfide well in his perfon wrought 
To be fet high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you liave found. 
Scaling his prefent bearing with his paft. 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden approbation. 
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Brtf • Say, you ne*er had doiie*t» 

(Harp on that ftUly) but by our putting on : 
And prdently, whe^ you have drawn your number. 
Repair to the Capitol. 

Cit. We will fo : almoft all \Je*ueral fieak. 

Repent in their ele6Uon, [Exeunt Citizens. 

Bru. Let them go on | 

This mutiny were better put in hazard. 
Than ftay, paft doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he ^11 in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol : 

Come; we"]] be there before the ftream o' the people $ 
And this (hall feem, as partly *tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 
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Tl3e fame. A StreeU 

Cornets, Enter Coriolanus^ M^NENJUS, pOMiJSius, 
Titus Lartius^ ^enatwh find Patricians, 

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 

Lart, He -had, my lord ; and that it was^ which causM 
Our fwifter compofition. 

Cor. So then the Voices ftand but as at firft ; 
Ready, when time fliall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 

Com. They are worn, lord conful, fo. 

That we (hall hardly in our ages fee 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On fafe-guard he came to me ; and did curfe 
Againft the Voices, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How ? what ? 

Lart. How often he had met you, fword to fword t 
That, of all things upon the earth, he hated 
Your perfon mod : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might 
Be call'd your vanquiiher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I wi(h I had a caufe to feek him there. 
To oppofe his hatred fully* — ^Welcome hcmie. Larthis. 

Emter 
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Enter SiciNius WBhutus, 

Behold ! thefc arc the tribunes of the people. 

The tongues o* the comnuHi month* J d.9 defpife them { 

For they do prank them in authority, 

Againft all noble fufieiance. 

Sic, Pafs no further. 

Cor. Ha! what is that? 

Bru. it vHl be dangerous to 

Go on : no further. 
Cor, What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter? 

Com. Hath he not pa&- d the nobles, and the commons f 
Bru, CominiiUy no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voice! ? 

X Sen. Tribunes, give way $ he ihall to the market-place. 

Bru. The people are incens'd agaioft him. 

Sic. Stop, 
Orall will fall in broil. 

Cor, Are theie your herd ?^ 

Muft thefe have voices, that can yield them now. 
And ftraight difchum their tongues ?-!>What are your 
of&ccs ? 

You being their moutiis, why rule you not their teeth i 
Have you not fet them on ? 

Mem. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It IB a purposed thing, and grows by plot. 
To curb the will of the nobility : — 
Suffer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule. 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 

Bru. Cairt not a plot t 

The people cry, yon mock'd them ; and, of late. 
When com was given them gratis, you r^ia*d ^ 

Scandai'd 
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Scandal'd the fappliants for the people ; call'd them 
Time-pleaTers* flatterers, foes to nobleneis* 

Cor, Why, this was known before. 

Bru, Not to them all. 

Cor, Have you informed them fince ? 

Bru. How ! I inform them ! 

Cmr, Yon are like to do iiich buiinefs. 

Bru, Not unlike. 

Each way, to better yours. 

Cor. Why then ihould I be conful ? By yon doudst 
Let me deferve fo ill as youj and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic, You ihow too much of that. 

For which the people ftir t If you will pafs 
To where you are bound, you muft inquire jrour way. 
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit $ 
Or never be fo noble as a conful. 
Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Mm. Let^s be calm. 

Com. The people are abus'd : — Set on.— This paltering 
Becomes not Rome j nor has Coiiolanus 
Beferv'd this ib diihonour'd rub, laid rifely 
V the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of com ! 

This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak't again i — 
Men. Not now, not now. 

I Sen. Not in this heat, fir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I willw— My nobler fiiends, 
I crave their pardons : — 
For the mutal^le, rank>fcented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themfelves : I fay again. 
In foothing them, we nourifli 'gainft our fenate 
The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition,. 

Which 



Jet lii. 



COSIOLANtrS. 



Which we onrfelveshave plonghM for, fow'd and fcattcr'd, 
By mingling them with us, the honoured number | 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

I Sen, No more words, we bcfeech you. 

Cor, How ! no more ? 

As for my country I have (bed my blood. 
Not fearing outward force, fo fnall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, againft thofe meazeU, 
Which we difdain ihould tetter us, yet fought 
The very way to catch them. 

£rtf. You fpeak o* the people, 

As if you were a god to puniih, ndt 
A man of their infirmity. 

^/r. *Twere well, 

We let the people know^t. 

Men, What, what? his choler ? 

Ccr. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight fleep, 
By Jove, 'twould be my mind. 

Sic, It is a mind. 

That {hall remain a poifon where it is. 
Not poifon any further* 

Cor, Shall remain !— 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 
Hisabfolute/&ai// 

Com. 'Twas from the canon. 

Cor. Shall i 

O good, but moft unwife patricians, why. 
You grave, but rccklefs fenators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choofe an officer, 
That with his peremptory fljall^ being but 
The horn and noife o* the monfters, wants not fpirit 

To 
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To iky, he'll turn your current in a dkch. 

And loake your channel his ? If he have power^ 

Then vail your ignorance : if none, ayrake 

Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned* 

fie not as common fools ; if you are not, 

Let them have cuihions. by you. You ^rc plebeians, 

|f they be (en^tors : and they are no lefs. 

When both your voices blended, the greateft tafte 

Moft palates theirs. • They chooT^ their magiftrHe; 

And fuch a one as he, who puts his /baH^ 

His popular fiaiil, againft a graver bench 

Than ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himfelf. 

It niiakes the cpn^ls bafe ; and my foul akes. 

To know, when two apthorities are up, 

Neither fupreme, how foon confgdon 

May enter 'twixt the gap <rf both, and take 

The one by t'other. 

Con^, Well, — on to the market-place. 

Cor, Whoever gave that counfel, to give fortii 
The corn o'the ftprehoufe gratis, as 'twas us*d 
Sometime in Greece, — 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor, (Though there the people had more abfolate 
power,) 

I fay, they nouriih'd dlfoMience, fed 

The ruin of the ftate. I 

Bru, Why, fhall the people give 

One that fpeak^ thus, their voice? 

Cor. I'll give my reafons. 

More worthier than their voices. They know, the com 
Was not our recompenfe ; refting well afTur'd 
They ne'er did fervice for't : Being prefe'd to the war. 
Even when the navel of the ftate was touch 'd. 
They would np| thread tb? gates ; this kind of lerHce 

Did 
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Did not defend corft gratis : being i* tlte wao*. 
Their mutitti«8 and reyoifs, wherein they (how*d 
Moft valour, fpok« not fef them \ The acsafatk>a 
Which they liave often made agarntt the lenate^ 
All caufe unborn, could wpftf be tlie native 
Of our fo firank donation. Well, what then \ 
How (liall tbii bofom mliHiplied d^geft 
The fenate's courtefy ? Let deeds exprefs 
What's Hke to be thdf words \^We £4 fefiufi ki 
We are the greater fo&j attd in true fear 
Tbey ga<ve us our dematkt^ >^'t \vB» we debafe 
The nature of our feartSy and make the rabble 
Call OUT cares, fears : which will in time bresdc ope 
The locks o' the fenate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles-.**- 

Men. Come, eiKAigb. 

Bru, Enough, with ovcr-mcafure. 
Cor, ' No, take more i 

What may be fwom by, both divine and human. 
Seal what I end withal ! — This double worihip, — 
Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other 
Infult without all reafon 5 where gentry, title, wifdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it muft omit 
Real neceiTities, and give way the while 
To unftable (lightnefs : purpofe fo barr'd, it fellows. 
Nothing is done to purpofe : Therefore, befeech you,-* 
You that will be lefs fearful than difcreetj 
That love the fundamental part of flatc, 
More than you doubt the change oPt ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wifh 
To jump a body with a dangerous phyfick 
That's fure of death without it, — ^at once pluck out 
The flSaltitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
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The fweet which is their poifon: your di(honour 
Mangles true judgement^ and bereaves the ftate 
Of that integrity which ihould become it ; 
Not having the power to do the good it would. 
For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has iiud enough. 

Sic. He has fpokeu like a traitor, and (hall anfwer 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch ! defpite o'erwhelm thee 1— 
What fhould the people do with thefe bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench: In a rebellion. 
When what's not meet, but what mad be, was law. 
Then were they chofen; in a better hour. 
Let what is meet, be faid, it muft be meet. 
And throw their power i* the duft. 

Bru. Manifeft treafon. 

Sic. This a conful ? no. 

Bru, The aediles, ho ! — I^t him be apprehended. 

Sic. Go, call the people j lExit finuTus.] in wbofe 
name, myfelf 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 
A foe to the public weal: Obey, I charge thee. 
And follow to thine anfwer. 

Cor, Hence, old goal ! 

Sen. and Pat. Well furcty him. 

C«m. Aged fir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I fhail ihakc thy boDca 
Out of thy garments. 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 
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Ke-enter Brvtus, mntb the JE^Us^ and a rabble of Citi%tnj* 

Men, On both fides more refpedt. 
Sic. Here^s he that would 

Take from you all your power. 
Bru, Seize him> .^Sdiles. 

Cit, Down- with lum> down with hbnl 

[Srveral f^eak. 

a Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

. [Tbey all buftle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens!— what ho !^ 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 
Cit, Peace, peace, peace ; ftay, hold, peace! 
Men, What is about to be ? — I am out of breath j 
Confuiion's near ; I cannot fpeak : — ^You, tribunes 
To the people, — Coriolanus, patience:— 
Speak, good Sicinius. 
Sic, Hear me, people Peace, 

Cit, Lefs hear our tribune :^Peace. Speaks fpeak, 
fpeak. 

Sic, You are at point to lofe your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you j Mardus, 
Whom late you have nam'd for conful. 

Men, Fie, fie, fie I 

Xhis is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
, 1 Sen, To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic, What is the city, but the people ? 

Cit. True, j 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftablilh'd 
The people's magiftratcs. 

Cit, ^ You fo remain. 

Men, And fo are like to do. : 

Cor, 
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Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat 5 
To bring the roof to the foundation ; 
And bury all, which yet di(lin6tly ranges. 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deferves 

Bru. Or let us ftand to ow authority,- * 
Or let M lofe it: — We do here pronounce. 
Upon the part o' the people, m whofe p»i>#«r 
We were ele£^ed theirs, Mai cius is worthy 
Of prefelit detfth. 

Sic. Thtt-efope, lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the roek Tairpeian, and fe&OL tiietict 
Into deftru^ion caft him. 

Bru. .^Ediledy feize him. 

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

MefT. Heacr me one word. 

Befeech you, tribunes, hear mc but a word. 

jEiii. Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you feem, truly your country's friend. 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redi efs. 

Bru. Sir, thofe cold ways. 

That feem like prudent helps, arc very poifonous 
Where the difeafe is violent:— Lay hands upon hiai> 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor, No 5 I'll die here. 

[Drawing bis fnjtm> 
There's fome among you hav€ beheld mc fighting; 
iCome, try upon yourfelves what you have feen me. 

Men. Down with that fword ;— Tribunes, withdraw 
while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men* fielp. help Marcius ! help; 

You that be noble \ help hiiB> y6ung, and •Id! 

% Ci 
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0>. Down with hitn, down with him ! 
[In this mutiny, the Tribunes, the ^diles, and tie 
people, are beat in. 
Men. Goj^et you to your houfe ; be gone, away. 
All will be naught elfe. 
2 Sen, Get you gone. 

Cor. Stand faft} 

We have as many friends as enemies. 
Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
I Sen. The gods forbid ! 

I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy houfe 3 
Leave us to cure this caufe. 

M'en. For *tis a fore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourfelf : Biegone, 'befecch you. 
Com. Come, iir, along with us. 
Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they are. 
Though in Rome litterM,) not Romans, (as they are not. 
Though calv'd i' the porch o* the Capitol,) — 

Men. Be gone; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue 5 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 

I could bear forty of them. 

Men* I could myfelf 

Take up a brace of the beft of them 5 yea, the two tri- 
bunes. 

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick $ 
And manhood is callM foolery, when it ftanda 
Againft a falling fabrick. — Will you hence. 
Before the tag return? whofe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone : 

I'll try whether my old wit be in requell 

F With 
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With thofe that but little \ this muft lie patched 
Wttk cloth of any colour. 
(Sam, Nay, come away. 

{EievlMr:^ Coriolanus, Cominivs> and Other 
I Pat. This man has marred his ibrtane. 
Men. His nature k too ftoMe for the world : 
He woukl not flatter Neptune for his trident. 
Or Jove for his power to tliuader. His heart*8 I 
mouth : 

What hift hredk ibrgaes^ that his tongue mnft vent ; 
And, being angry, d<ie« forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. {A mife witbi 

Here's goodly woi'kl 

zPat. I ^«mkl they were a4>ed ! 

Men, I would they weHB iki Tiber '—Whit, the ve 
geaoce, 

CovM lie not fpeidc th«n fair ? 

'Re-enter Brutus and Sxcjnius, nvitb the rabble. 

Sic. I^erc is this viper. 

That wpuld d ep op ulate the dty, and 
Be every man himielf ? 

Men, Von worthy tribunes, — 

S'lV. He (bdl ht tiirown down the Tarpmn rock 
With rigorous haiids ; he hath refifted law. 
And therefore law ifiiaH fcom hhn further tnal 
Than the feveiity of the public power, 
Which he fo fcts at nought. 

1 Cit. He (hall well know. 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths. 
And we their hands. 

Cit, He toll, fure on't. 

iSewtd Jpeak t^geth 
1 Me 
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Men, 
Sic. 



Peace. 



Men, Do not cry, havock, where you (hould but hunt 
With modeft warrant. 



Cit, No, no, no, noy no. 

Men. If by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good people, 
I may be heard, IM eraire a word or two ; 
The which ihall turn you to no further harin. 
Than fo much lofs of time. 

Sic. « 6peak briefly then ( 

For we are peremptory, to defpatch 
This viperous traitor: to ejeft him hence. 
Were but one danger 5 and, to keep him here. 
Our certain death $ therefore, it is decreed. 
He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid. 

That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferved children is enroU'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own! 

Sic. He's a di(eaie, that muft be cut away. 
Men. O, he's a limb, tKat ha« but a difeafe ; 
Mortal to cut it off ; to cure It tnfy. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he hath lo^, 
< Wludi> I dare vouch^ is more than that he hath. 



Sic, 8ir, how comes't, that you 

Have holp to moke this refcue ? 

Men. Hear me fpeak :— 

As I do know the conful's worthinefs, 
So can I name his faults 

Sic. Conful !— what conful f 

Men. The conful Coriolanus. 

Bru. He a conful ! 
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By many an ounce,) he droppM it for his country : 
And, what is left, to lofe it by his country. 
Were to us ail, that do't, and fuflfer it, 
A brand to the end o' the world. 

Sic, This b clean kam. 

Bru, Merely awry; When he did love his country. 
It honoured him. 

Men. The fervice of the foot 

Being once gangrened is not then refpedled 
For what before it was ? 

Bru. We'll hear no more : — 

Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence 9 
Left his infeftlon, being of catching nature. 
Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it (hall find 
The harm of unfcann'd fwiftnefs, will, too late. 
Tie leaden pounds tahis heels. Proceed by^procefsj 
Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out. 
And fack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If it were fo,-— 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience ? 
Our aediles fmote ? ourfelves refifted ? — Come : — 

Men. Coniider this $— He has been bred i' the wars 
Since he could draw a fword, and is ill fchool'd 
In boulted language $ meal and bran together 
He throws without diftin^tion. Give me leave, 
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring htm 
Where he ihall anfwer, by a lawful form, 
(In peace) to his utmoft peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribanesi . 

It is the humane way: the other courfe 

Wili 
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Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Menenlus, 

Be you then as the people's officer :— 
Mafters, lay down your weapons. 
Mru, Go n%t home. 

Sic. Meet on the market-place: — We'll attend you 
there : 

Where, if you bring not Marcius^ we'll proceed 
In our firft way. 

Men. I'll bring him to you : — 

Let me defire your company, [/o Senators.] Hemiift 
come. 

Or what is worft will follow. 

I Sen. Pray you, let's to him. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A Room in Coriolanus's Houfe. 

Enter Coriolanvs, aftd Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears \ prefent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes' heels } 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock. 
That the precipitation might down fb-etch 
Below the beam of fight, yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Volumnia. 

s Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I mufe> my mother 

F 3 Docs 
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Does not approte me further^ who was wont 
To call them woollen vaiTals, things creatod 
To buy and (ell with groats ; to (how bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder* 
When one but of my ordinance ftood up 
To fpeak of peace, or war. I talk of you; 

[To VOLUMNIA. 

Why did you wifli me milder ? Would you have me 
Falfe to my nature ? Rather fay, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. O, fir, fir, fir, 

I woaid have had yon put your power well jon. 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

VoL You might have been enough the man you are^ 
With driving lefs to be fo : Leffer had been 
The thwartings of your difpofitions, if 
You had not fliow'd them how you were difpos^d 
Ere they lacked power to cxo(% you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Voh Ay, and burn too. 



Menenius, Senators. 

Men. Come, tome, you have be«a too rough, fiMiw. 
thing too roQ^ ; 
You muft retnm, aj^d hietid it. 

I Sen. Thecet no i^emedy i 

Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midft, and perifh. 

Vol. Pray, be counfcl'd a 

I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain, that l^ptfft ttjrisfe of Kuigcr, 
To better vantage. 

Men* 
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Men. Well f^d, noble woman : 

Before he (hould thtts ftoop to the herd» but that 
The violent fit the time craves it as phyfick 
For the whole ftate, I woutd put mine armour on^ 
Which I can {daefAj bear. 

Cor. What nraft I do? 

Men. Return to the tribunes. 

Cor. Weil, 
What then ? what thai ? 

Men. Repent what you hare fpoke. 

Cary For then I — I cannot do it to the gods i 
Muft I then do't to them I 

Vol. You are too abfolute i 

Though therein you can never be too noble. 
But when extremities fpeak. I have heard you fiiy. 
Honour and policy, lilce unfever^d friends, 

the war do grow together : Grant that, and tell me. 
In peace, what each of them by th' other lofe. 
That they combine not there. 

Car. Tu(b, tulh ! 

Men, A good demand. 

Vol, If it be honour, in your wars, to £eem 
The fame you are not, (which, for your belt ends. 
You adopt your policy,) how is it Icfs, or worfe^ 
That it ftall hold compaaionfliip in peace 
With honour, as in war \ fince that to both 
It ftands in like requeft » 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol, Becaufc that now it lies you on to fpeak 
To the people ; not by your own inftruftion. 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to. 
But with Aich words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but baftardt, and fyUables 
Of no allowance^ to your bofom's truth. 

F 4 Now, 
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Now, this no more diflioxiours you at all, . 

Than to take in a town with gentle wor4tf 

Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and 

The hazard of much blood. — 

I would diflemble with my nature, where 

My fortunes, and my friends, at flake, required, . 

I (hould do fo in honour : I am in this. 

Your wife, your fon, thefe fenators, the nobles j 

And you will rather fliow our general lowts 

How you can frown, than fpend a fawn upon them. 

For the inheritance of their loves, and iafeguard 

Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady !— 

Come, go with us ; fpeak fair : you may ialve fo. 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 
Of what is paft. 

Fol, I pr'y thee now, my fon. 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 
And thus far having ftretch'd it, (here be with them,) 
Thy knee builing the ftones, (for in fuch bufinefs 
A6iion is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy head. 
Which often, thus, correfting thy ftout heart. 
Now humble, as the ripeft mulberry. 
That will not hold the handling : Or, fay to tliem. 
Thou art their foldier, and being bred in broils^ 
Haft not the foft way, which, thou doft confefs. 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim. 
In afking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyfelf, forfooth, hereafter theirs, fo far 
As thou haft power, and perfbn. 

Men. This but done. 

Even as (he fpeaks^ why, ^1 thdr hearts were yours : 
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For thcjr have pardons, being aik'd, as free 
As words to little purpofe. 

W. Pr'ythee now. 

Go, and be rurdi although, I know, thou had^ft radier 
Follow thine enein)r in a fiery gulf. 
Than flatter him in a bower. Here n Cominius. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com, I have been i* the market-place s and, fir, *tis fit 
You make ftrong party, or defend yourfclf 
£y calmhefs, or by abfencej all's in anger. 

Men, Only fair fpeech. 

Com, I think, 'twill ferve, if he 

Can thereto frame his fpirit. 

VoU He muft, and will 

Pr'ythee, now, lay, you will, and go about it. 

Cor, Muft I go ihow them my unbarb'd fconce? 
Muft I 

With my bafe tongue, give to my noble heart 

A lie, that it muft bear ? Well, I will do't : 

Yet were there but this fingle plot to lofe, 

This mould of Marcius, they to duft (hould grind it. 

And throw it againft the wind.-«-To the market-place 

You have put me now to fuch a part, which never 

I (hall difcharge to the life. 

Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol, I pr'ythee now, fweet fon ; as thou haft faid. 
My praifes made thee firft a foldier, fo. 
To have my praife for this, perform a part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Cor. Well, I muft do't: 

Away, my difpofition, and pofiefs me 
Some harlot's fpirit ! My throat of war be tum'dj 

7 Which 
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Which quired -with my drum, into a pipe ■ ^ 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin vdce 
That babies lulU aflecp ! The fmiles of knatrf "J 
Tent in my cheeks ; and fchoolboys' tearf tak ^ 
The glafles of my fight ! A beggar's tongue ' 
Make motion through my lipt ; and my arm'd ^ 
Who bow'd but in my ftirrop, bend like his ^ 
That hath rcceiv'd an alms !— I will not do't 1 90 
Left I furceafe to honour mine own truth, f 
And, by my body^s aftion, teach my mind . | 
A moft inherent bafenefs. ' 

Vol. At thy choice then 

To beg of tbee, it is my more di(honour» \ % 
Than -dioa of them. Come all to ruin \ let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pridcy than fear ^ 
Thy dangerous ftoutnefs j for I mock at deit ^ 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. ^ 
Thy valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it A 
But owe thy pride tbyfelf. Q 

Cor. Pray, be content] ^ 

Mother, I am going to the market-place \ I- 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their 
Cog their hearts from them, and come ho 
Of ail the trades in Rome. Look, I am ] 
Commend me to my wife. I'll return confui 
Or never truft to what my tongue can do 
I* the way of flattery, further. 

Vol. Do yoarwfl^ 

Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you : 
To anfwer mildly ; for they are preparM 
With accufations, as I hear, more ftrong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly :-*Pray yoiii 
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If I fay, fine, cry fine 5 if death, cry death \ 
Jnfifking on the old prerogative 
And power ? the truth o' the caufe. 

JEd» I (hall inform them 

Bru, And when fuch time they have begun to cry. 
Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus'd 
Enforce the prefent execution 
Of what we chance to (entence. 

JEd. Very well. 

Sic, Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint, 
When we (hall hap to give't them. 

Bru. Go about it. 

Put him to choler ffar^ght s He hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradi6lion : Being once chaf 'd, he cannot 
Be reinM again to temperance ; then he fpeaks 
What's in his heart ; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 



Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Senate 
and Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men^ Calmly, I do befeech you 

Cor. Ay, as an oitier, that for the pooreft piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.— The honourM g< 
Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of juftice 
Supply'd with worthy men ! plant love among ui ! 
Throng our large temples with the (hows of peace» 
And not our ftreets with war ! 

I Sen, Amen, amen ! 

Men, A noble wiih. 
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Re-enter .^ile, imtb Citizens. 

Sic, Draw near, yc people. 

/Ed. Lift to your tribunes j audience : Peace, I (ay. 

Cor. Firft, hear me fpeak. 

Both Tri. Weil, fay.— Peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall I be charged no further than this prefent f 
Muft all determine here ? 

Sic, I do demand. 

If you (libmit you to the people*s voices. 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawful cenfure for fuch faults 
As fhall be prov'd upon you ? 

Cor. I am content. 

. Men, Lo, citizens, he fays, he is content : 
The warlike fervice he has done, coniider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which (how 
Like graves i* the holy churchyard. 

Cor, Scratches with bnars. 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men, Coniider further. 

That when he fpeaks not like a citizen. 
You find him like a foldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious founds. 
But, as I fay, fuch as become a foldier. 
Rather than envy you. 

Com, Well, well, no more. 

Cor, t What is the matter, 
That being pafs'd for conful with full voice, 
I am fo diihonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic, Anfwer to us. 

Cor, Say then : 'tis true, I ought fo. 

Sic. 
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Sic. We charge you, that you have conttiv'd to take 
From Rome all feafon*d office, and to wind 
Yourfelf into a power tyrannical ; 
For which, you ire a traitor to the people. 

Cor. Howl Traitor? 

Men. Nay; temperately: Your promifc. 

Cor, The iires i' the loweft hell fold in the people ! 
Call me their traitor ! — Thou injurious tribune I 
Within thine eyes fat twenty thoufimd deaths* 
In thy hands clutch*d as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would fay. 
Thou lieft, unto thee, #ith a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, people ? 

Cit. To the rock with him ; to the rock with him ! 

Sic. Peace 
We need not put new matter to his charge : 
What you have feen him do, and heand him fpeak» 
Beating your officers, curfing yourfelvcs, 
Oppo£ug laws with'firokes, and here defying 
Thofe whofe great power muft try him j even this. 
So criminaU and in fuch capital kind, 
Deferves the extremeft death. 

Bru. But fince he hath 

Served well for Rome,** 

Cor. What do you pcate of (ervice \ 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You ? 

Men. is this 

The promife that you made your mother } 

Com. Know, 
1 pray you, — 

Cor. I'll know no further s 

^et them pronoonde the fleep Tarpeian deaths 

Vagabo; 
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Vagabond eTaict iiayiiig ; Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Tbeir mercy at the price of one &ir word $ 
Nor check my coarage for what they can gire. 
To have't with faying. Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he hat 

(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy'd againft the ^people^ Peeking means 
To pluck away their power ; as now at lad: 
Given hoftile ftrokes, and that not in the preience 
Of dreaded juftice, but on the miniilers 
That do diftribtfte It $ In the name o* the people^ 
And in the power of ns the tribunes, we. 
Even from this inftant, baniih him our city j 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome gates : I* the people^s name, 
I (ay, it ihall be fo. 

Cit. It lhall be fo. 

It lhall be ib ; let him away : he's banifli'd. 
And fo it fhall be. 

Com. Hear me, my mailers, and my common frieiid»4-- 

Sic, He*8 ientenc^d t no more hearing. 

Com. Let me fpeak s 

T have been conftl, and can ihow from Rome, 
Her enemies* mti4cs upon me. I do love 
My country^s good, with a refpe^ more tender^ 
More holy, and profound, than mine own ii(c, 
My dear vi^e*s eftimate, her womb^s increafe. 
And tneafure of my loin» : then if I would 
Speak that— 

Sic, We know your drift : Speak what ? 

Bru, There's no more to be faid, but he is baniih^d. 

As 
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As enemy to the people, and his country : 
It ihall be fo. 

GV. It (ball be fo, it (hall be fo. 

Cor, You common cry of curs ! whofe breath I hate 
As reek o* the rotten fens, whofe loves I prize 
As the dead carcaifes of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banifli you ; 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour fhake your hearts ! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 
Fan you into defpair ! Have the power ftill 
To baniih your defenders \ till, at length. 
Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not refervation of yourfelves, 
(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as moft 
Abated captives, to fome nation 
That won you without blows ! Defpiiing, 
Fdr you, the city, thus I turn my back : 
There is a world elfewhere. 

[^Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, Menenius, 
Senators, /7«^ Patricians. 

JEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 

Cit, Our enemy's banifh'd ! he is gone ! Hoo ! hoo ! 

\l^be people Jhout^ and thrvw up their capi 

Sic. Go, fee him out at gates, and follow him. 
As he has followed you, with all defpite { 
.Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Cit, Come, come, let us fee him out at gates \ come 
The gods preferve our noble tribunes !— Come. [Exeun 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 



Tbefame. Before a Gate of tin City. 

^er CoRiOLANuSy Volumnia, Virgilia, M£NE- 
Nius, CoMiNiiiSi and fe*ueral young Patricians. 

Cor, Come, leave your tears ; a brief fiirewell the bcaft 
With many heads butts me away. — Nay, mother, 
I Where is your ancient courage ? you were us'd 
I To fay, extremity was the trier of fpirits 5 
' That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the Tea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'd maftedbip in floating : fortune's blows. 
When moft (Iruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble cunning ; you were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Fir. O heavens I O heavens ! 

Cor, Nay, I pr'ythce, woman,— 

Vol. Now the red peftilence ibike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations peri(h ! 

Cor. What, what, what ? 

I (hall be lov'd, when I am lacked. Nay, mother, 
Refume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay. 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
Six of bis labours you*d have done, and favM 
Your hufband fo much fweat. — Cominius, 
Droop not j adieu : — Farewell, my wife ! my mother ! 
I'll do well yet. — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are falter than a younger man's. 
And venomous to thine eyes.— My fomctime general 

G I have 
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I have feen thee ftem, and thou haft oft beheld 

Heart-hard'ning fpeflacles : tell thefe iad women, 

^Tis fond to wail inevitable ftrokes. 

As 'tis to laugh at them. — My mother, you wot welU 

My hazards ftill have been your folace : and 

Believe't not Hghtly^ (though I go alone» 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 

Makes fearM, and talked of more than feen,) your ion 

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 

With cauteloufi baitt and prance. 

Vol. Myfirftibn, 
Whither wilt thou go ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while i Determine on fome coiirfe. 
More than a wild expofure to each chance 
That ftarts i* the way before thee. 

Cor, O the gods f 

C«Mi. 1*11 follow thee a month, devife with thee 
Where thou ihalt reft, that thou may'ft hear of tf&y 
And we of thee : fo, if the time thruft forth 
A caufe for thy repeal, we (hall not fend 
Or the vaft world, to feek a fingle man ; 
And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool 
I* the abfence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well 

Thou haft years upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the wars' furfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.— 
Come, my fweet wife, my deareft mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when I am forth. 
Bid me farewell, and fmile. J pray you, come. 
White 1 remain above the ground, you (ball 
Hear from me ftill \ and never me aught 
But what is like me fo^nerly. 

Mm. That's worthily 
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As arty ear can hear. — Come, let's not weep.— 

If I could fhake off but one feven years 

From thefe old arms and legs, by the good gods, 

IM with thee every foot. 



SCENE II. 
Hje fame, A Street near the Gate, 

Enter SiciNius, Brutus, and an jEUile. 

Sic. Bid them all home ; he's gone, and we'll no fur- 
ther.— 

The nobility are vex'd, who, we fee, have lided 
In his behalf. 

Bru, Now we have down our power. 

Let us feem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doifig. 

Sic. Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient ilrength. 

£ru» Difnjifs them home. 



Enter Volumnia, Vjrgilia, and Menenius. 
Here comes his mother. 



Cor. 
Come. 



Give me thy hand 



lExeunt, 



[Exit MdWe. 



Sic. 
Bru. 



Let's not meet her. 



Why > 



Sic. They fey, (he's mad. 
Bru. 

Keep on your way. 



They have ta'en note of us : 
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Fol. O, you're well met : The hoarded plague o' the 
gods 

Requite your love ! 

Men, Peace, peace ; be not fo loud. 

FoL If that I could for weeping, you fliould hear/— 
Nay, and you (hall hear fome. — ^Will you be gone ? 

[to Brutus. 

Fir, You ihall ftay too: [to Sici?i.] I would I had the 
power 

To fay fo to my hulband. 

Sic, Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay> fool } Is that a (hame ? — Note but this fool. — 
Was not a man my fatlier ? Hadft thou foxlhip 
To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hall fpoken words ? 

Sic. O blefled heavens ! 

Fol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words ; 
And for Rome's good. — I'll tell the what j — ^Yet go : — 
Nay, but thou (halt fhiy too : I would my fon 
Were iix Arabia, and thy tribe before him. 
His good iword in his hand. 

Sic. What then ? 

Fir. What then ? 

He'd make an end of thy pofterity, 
• Fol. Ballards, and all. — 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome ! 

Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continued to his country. 
As he began 5 and not unknit himfclf 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Fol. I would he had ! 'Twas you infcens'd the rabble 4 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
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As I can of thofe myfteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru. PraLy, let us go. 

rol. Now, pray, fir, get you gone : 
You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear thi« : 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneft houfe in Rome ; fo far, my fon, 
(This lady*s hufband here, this, do you fee,} 
Whom you have banifh^d, does exceed you all, 

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 

Sic. Why ftay we to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ? 

roL Take my prayers with- you . — 

I would the gods had nothing elfe to do, 

[Exeunt Tribunes. 
But to confirm my curfes ! Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to't. 

Mex, You have told them home. 

And, by my troth, you have caufe. You'll fup with me ? 

rol. Anger's my meat 5 I fup upon myfelf, 
And fo fliall ftarve with feeding. — Come, let's go : 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do. 
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Mm. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
A Highway between Rome and Antium. 

Enter a Roman and a Voice, meting, 

Rom. I know you well, fir, and you know me : your 
name, I think> is Adrian. 

G3 FoL 
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Fcl, It is fo, fir : truly, I have forgot ytm. 
Rom* I am a Roman j and my fervkes are, as you are^ 
•gainft them s Know you me yet ? 
FoL Nicanor ? No. 
Rom, The fame, fir. 

Fol. You had more beard when I laft (aw you \ but 
your favour is well appeared by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome > 1 have a note from the Volcxan ftate, 
to find you out there : You have well faved me a day's 
journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ftrange infurre6lion ; 
the people againft the fcnators, patricians, and nobles. 

FoL Hath been! Is it ended then? Our ftate thinks 
not fo 5 they are in a moft warlike preparation, and hope 
to come upon them in the heat of their divifion. 

Rom, The main blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the nobles receive fo to 
heart the banifhment of that worthy Coriolanus, that they 
are in a ripe aptnefs, to take all power from tlie people, 
and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever, Tliis 
lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almoft mature for the 
violent breaking out. 

Vol, Coriolanus banilh'd ? 

Rom. Banilh'd, lir. 

Fol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, Ni« 
canor. 

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have heard 
it faid. The fitteit time to corrupt a man's wife, is when 
(he's fallen cut with her hu(band. Your noble TuUus 
Aufidius will appear well in thefe warsj his great oppofcr 
Coriolanus being now in no requeft of his country. 

Fol. He cannot choofe. I am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you t You have ended my bu- 
fmefs, and I will merrily accompany you home* 

3 Rom. 



Act IV. 



COftlOLAKUB. 



Rom^ I fliall, between this and fupper, tell you moft 
ihange things from Rome ; all tending to the good of 
their adver&ries. Have you an army ready > fay you ? 

fW. A moft royal one: the centurions, and th^r 
charges, diilinftly billeted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour*s warning. 

Ram^ I am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am 
the man, I think, that ihall fet them in prefent adion. 
So, iir, heartily well met, and moft glad of your company. 

Fol, You take my part from me, fir 3 I have the moft 
caufe to be glad of yours. 

R&m, Weil, let us go together. [Ex4unt. 

SCENE IV. 
Andum. Before Aufidius*^ Houfe, 

Enter Coriolanvs, In fnean apparel^ ^ifs^ifedt and muffled. 

Cor, A goodly city is this Antium : City, 
^Tis I that made thy widows $ many an heir 
Of thcfe fair edifices 'fore my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop 1 then know me not i 
Left that thy wives with fpits, and boys with ftoncs 

Enter a Citizen, 

In puny battle flay me. — Save you, fir. 
Cit, And you. 

Cor. Direft me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium ? 

Cit, He is, and feafts the nobles of the ftate. 
At his houfe this night. 

* ' G4. Or 
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Cor, Which is his houfe, ^beleech you ? 

CiV. This, here, before you. 

CV. Thank you, fir; farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 
O, world, thy flippery turns ! Friends now fafl: fwom^ 
Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one heart, 
Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal, and exerdie» 
Are ft ill together, who twin, as 'twere, in love 
Unfeparable, ihall within this hour 
On a diftention of a doit, break out 
To bittereft enmity : So, felleft foes, 
Whofe paffions and whofe plots have broke their flecp 
To take the one the other, by fome chance. 
Some trick not worth an egg, (hall grow dear friends. 
And interjoin their iflucs. So with me 
My birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 
This enemy town.— I'll enter : if he flay me. 
He does fair juftice 5 if he give me way, 
I'll do his country fervice. [Exit^ 

SCENE V. 
TAf fame. A Hitll in Aufidius's Houfe, 

Mufick fwitbiu. Enter a Servant. 

1 Seru. Wine, wine, wine ! What fervice is here ! I 
think our fellows aie afleep. \Exit* 

Enter another Servant. 

zServ, Where's Cotus ? my mafter calls for him. 
Cotus 1 [Exit. 

Enter 
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"^'Enter Coriolanus. 

houfe: Th^ f«aft fmells well: but I 
like a gueft. 

Re-enter tbe^^ Servant. 

Sernj, What would you have, friend ? Whence are 
Jtof Here's no place far you : Pray, go to the door. 
^Sr» I Jiave deferv'd no better entertainment, 
Mcing Coriolanus. 

Re enter fecond Servant. 

Ser«o, Whence are yoo, (5r ? Has the porter his eyes 
bead, that he gives ^trance to fach companions f 
net you out. 
_ h ^A.way ! 
f:%-$0rv. Away ? Get you away. 
Cor, Now thou art troublefome. 
Sew, Are you fo brave? I'll have you talk'd witli 
ijiidn. 

Enter a third Servant, ^he firfl meets him, 
3 Serv, What fellow's this ? 

I Semj. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot 
get him o'the houfe : Pr'ythee, call my mafter to him. 

3 Ser'v. What have you to do here, fellow? Pray you, 
avoid the houfe. 

Cor. Let me but ftand ; I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Ser^. What are you } 

Cor, A gentleman. 
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S Serv, A marvellous poor one. 
Cor, True, fo I am. 

3 Serv, Pray you, poor gentleman, take up fbme other 
iUtion : berets no place for you ; pray you, avoid: come. 

Cor. FoUovir your funflion, go. 
And batten on cold bits. [Pujbes Hm OFuoaf, 

3 Ser<v^ What, will you not ? Pr'ythcc, tell my mafter 
what a ftrange gucfl he has here. 

2 Ser*v. And I (hall. [iSjri/. 

3 Serv. Where dweirH thou ? 
Cor, Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ? 
Cor, Ay. 

3 Serv^ Where's that ? 

Cor, V the city of kites and crows. 

3 Ser*v, V the city of kites and crows ? — ^What an aft 
\X is 1— Then thou dwell'ft with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I ferve not thy mafter. 

3 Ser<v, How, fir ! do you meddle with my mafter ? 

Cor, Ay \ 'tis an honefter fenrice, than to meddle witli 
thy miftrefs : 

Thou prat'ft, and prat'ft \ ferve with thy trencher, hence! 

\BtaU ifim muaj^ 

Enter AuriDius, and the fecund Servant. 
Auf, Where is this fellow ? 

% Serv, Here, fir $ I'd have beaten him like a dog, but 
for difturbing the lords within. 
Auf, Whence comeft thou ? what wouideft thou ? Thy 

name ? 

Why fpeak'ft not ? Speak, ma,n : What's thy name ? 

Cor, If, TuUus. [unfm^/^g. 

Not yet thou know'ft me, and feeing me, doft not 

Think 
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Think me for the man I am> neceflity 
Comraaads me name myielf. 

Auf. Whit is thy name r 

[Semntt rttiri* 

Cor. A name unmufical to the Volcian*s ears. 
And harlh in found to thine. 

Auf. Say, what's thy name ? 

Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in*t \ though thy tackle's torn. 
Thou (faow'ft a nobie veflel: What's thy name } 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frowi^: Know'ft thou mt 
yet? 

Auf. I know thee not Thy name ? 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 
Great hurt and milcbief ; thereto witnefs may 
My fur name, Coriolanus : The painful fervice. 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited 
^ But with that furname ; a good memory, 
I And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure 

Which thou (hould'lt bear me : only that name remains | 
The cruelty and eovy of the people. 
Permitted by our daltard nobles, whq 
Have all forfook roe, hath devoured the reft ; 
And fuffer'd me by the voice of flavcs to be 
WhoopM out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
. Hath brought rae to thy hearth % Not out of hoptf 
Millake me not, to fave my life j for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i' the world 
f I would have 'voided thee i but in mere fpitc. 
To be full quit of thofc my baniihers. 
Stand I before thee here. Tlien if thou haft 
A bean of wreak in thee, that will revenge 

Thine 
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Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thoie maims 

Of fhame fcen through thy country, fpeed thee ftraight, 

And make my mifery ferve thy turn 5 fo ufe it. 

That my revengeful fervices may prove 

As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 

Againft my canker'd country with the fpleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if fo be 

Thou dar^ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes 

Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I alfo am 

Longer to live moft weary, and prefent 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 

Which not to cut, would (how thee but a fool j 

Since I have ever followed thee with hate. 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's brcaft. 

And cannot live but to thy fhame, unlefs 

It be to do thee fervice. 

Auf, O Marcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou haft fpoke hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud fpeak divine things, and fay, 
*77/ true 5 I'd not believe them more than thee. 
All noble Marcius. — O, let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againft 
My grained afh an hundred times hath broke. 
And fcar'd the moon with fplinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my fword $ and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever, in ambitious Ibrength I did 
Contend againft thy valour. Know thou firft, 
I lov'd the maid I married 5 never man 
Sigh'd truer breath ; but that I fee thee here. 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart. 
Than when I firft my wedded roiftrefs faw 
Beftride my threfhold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee, 

\ 



CORIQLANUS. 



ITe have a power on foot } and I bad pufpofe 
)ace more to hew thy target from thy brawn^ 
)r lofe mine arm for^t : Thou haft beat me out 
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thyfelf and me; 
We have been down together in my fleep. 
Unbuckling helms, fifting each other^s throaty 
And wakM half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banifh'd, we would mufter all 
Prom twelve to feventy 5 and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-beat. O, come, go in» 
And take our friendly fenators by the hands j 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me. 
Who am prepared againft your territories. 
Though not for Rome itfelf. 
Cor, You blefs me, Gods ! 

Auf» Therefore, moft abfolute fir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commiflion ; and fet down,— 
As beft thou art experienced, fince thou know'll 
Thy country's ftrength and weaknefs, — thine own ways j 
Whether to knock againft the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, ere deftroy. But come in : 
Let me commend thee firft to thofe, that (hall 
Say, j^^, to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes I 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet^ Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Moft wel- 
come ! 

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. 
\ Ser'v, [advancing^] Here's a ft range alteration! 
z Serv, By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken 

him 
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him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave me, bis elotbes 
made a falfe report of him. 

I Ser'v, What an arm he bat ! He turn'd me about 
with his finger and his thumb, as one would fet up a top, 

1 Serfv, Nay, I knew by bis face that there was fome* 
thing in him : He bad, {ir, a kind of face, metbougbt|— 
I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Ser^, He bad fo; looking as it were, 'Would I 
were hang'd, but I thought there was nx>re in bim tkia 
I could think. 

2 Sew. So did I, I'll be fworn : He is {imply the rareft 
man i' the world. 

I Sernj, I think, be is : but a greater foldier than he^ 
you wot not. 

% Ser'v, W1m> ? my mafter ? 

1 Serv. Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Serv. Worth fix of him. 

1 5^fr*i;. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be the 
greater foldier. 

a Serv. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell bow to fay 
that : for the defence of a town, our general is excellent. 

1 Serfv, Ay, and for an aflault too. 

Re-enter third Servant. 

3 Serv, O, (laves, I can tell you news 5 news, you raf- 
cals. 

I 2 Serv. What, what, what ? let's partake. 

3 Sern;, I would not be a Roman, of all nations $ I had 
all Heve be a condemn'd man. 

1 2 Serv, Wherefore ? wherefore ? 

3 Ser*v, Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
general, Caius Marcius. 

I Serv. Why do you fay, thwack our general ? 

J Sfr*u» 
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3 Seru. I do not iky, thwack our general ; but he watt 
always good enough for hira. 

zServ. Come, we are fellows, and firicnds: lie wag 
Cf er too hard for him i I have heard him &y fo himielf. 

I S^rv. He waa too hard for him dire£(ly, to fay the 
troth on*t: before Coripli, he fcotch^d him and notched 
him like a carbonado. 

%Serv, An he had been cannibally given, be might 
hve broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Sert/» But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv. Why, he is fo made on here within, as if ho 
were fon and heir to Mars : fet at upper end o* the table : 
10 queftion afk'd him by any of the fenators, but they 
ftand bald before him: Our general himfelf makes a 
miftrefs of him ) fan£^ifies himfelf withes hand, and turns 
up the white o^the eye to his difcourfe. But the bottom 
of the news is, our general is cut i' the middle^ and but 
one half of what he was yeilerday : far the other has 
half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole table. He'll 
go, he lays, and fowle the porter of Rome gates by the 
ears: He will mow down all before him, and leave his 
paflage poird. 

2 Serv» And he^s as like to do*t, as any man I can 
imagine. 

3 Serv* Do't: he will do't: For, look you, fir, he has 
IS many friends as enemies: which friends, fir, (as it 
were,) durft not (look you fir,) fliow themfelvcs (as we. 
:erm it,) his friends, whilft he's in direftitude* 

I Serv. Direflitude ! What's that ? 

3 Serv. But when they (hall fee, fir, his creft up again, 
md the man in blood, they will out of their burrows, like 
:onies after rain, and revel all with him. 

I Ser'U, But when goes this forward ? 

3 Serv, To-morrow; to-day j prefently. You (hall 

have 
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have the drum ftruck up this afternoon ; 'tis, as it w. 
a parcel of their feaft, and to be executed ere they v 
their lips. 

i Scfv. Why, then we (hall have a ftiriing world ag; 
This peace is nothing, but to ruft iron, increafe tail 
and breed ballad- makers. 

I Sew, Let me have war, fay I j it exceeds peace, 
far as day does night ; it's fpritely, waking, audible, : 
full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy j mul 
deaf, fieepy, infenfible ; a getter of more baftard childr 
than wars a deftroyer of men. 

i Semt. 'Tis fo : and as wars, in fome fort, may be \ 
to be a raviiher; fo it cannot be denied, but peace 
great maker of cuckolds. 

Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Serv, Reafon 5 becaufe they then lefs need one a 
tber. The wars, for my xponey. I hope to fee Roman 
chea^ as Volcians. — They are riiing^ they are rifing. 

AU, In, in, in, in. \Exe\ 

SCENE VI. 

Rome. A publick Place. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus, 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him j 
His remedies are tame i' the prefent peace 
And quictnefs o' the people, whicli before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blufli that the world goes wtU j who rather had. 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, behold 
Diffentious numbers peftering ftreets, than fee 
Our tradefmen finging in their (hopsi and going 
About their funftions friendly. 

£ 
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Enter Menenius. 

£fw. We ftood to*t in good time. I9 this Menenius ? 
Sic, 'Tis he, *tis he : he is grown moft kind 
Oflate.— HaU, fir! 
Men, Hail to yoo both 1 

Sic, Yoar Coriolanus» iir, is not much mifsM, 
But with his friends: the common -wealth doth iland \ 
And fo would do, were ht more angry at it. 

Men, All*s well $ and might have been much better, if 
He could have temporized. 
Zic, Where is he, hear you ? 

Men, Nay, I hear nothing | his mother and bis wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Unttr thru er four Citizens. 

Gi, The gods preierve you both ! 
Sic, Good-e'en, our neighbours. 

Bru, Good-e^en to you all, good e'en to you all. 
I Cit, Ourfelves, our wives, and children, on our knees. 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sic, Live, and thrive I 

Bru, Farewell, kind neighbours : We wjfti'd Coriola- 
nus 

Had k>v*d you as we did. 

Cit, Now the gods keep you ! 

Both, Tri, FarewclU farewell. [Exeuat Citizens. 

Sic, This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when thefe feUows ran about the ilreets, 
Cr3ring, Confufion, 

Bru, Caius Marcius was 

A worthy officer i* the war ; but infolent, 

g Overcome 
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Overcome with pride, ambitious paft all thinking, 
Self-loYing, — 

Sic And afFefting one fole throne. 

Without afllftance. 

Men, I think not fo. 

Sic, We (houid by this, to ail our lamentation. 
If he had gone forth conful, found it fo. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits fafe and flill without him. 

Enter -ffidile. 

Aid, Worthy tribunes. 

There is a llave, whom we have put in prifon. 
Reports, — the Voices with two feveral powers 
Are entered in the Roman territories j 
And with the deepeft malici^ of the war 
Deftroy what lies before them. 

Men, 'Tis Aufidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius' baniihment, 
Thrufts forth his horns again into the world 5 
Which were inftiell'd, when Marcius Hood for Rome, 
And durft not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you 

Of Marcius ? 

Bru, Go fee this rumourer whipp'd. — It cannot be. 
The Voices dare break with us. 

Men, Cannot be! 

We have record, that very well it can j 
And three examples of the likfe have been 
Within my age. But reafon with the fellow. 
Before you punifh him, where he heard this j 
Led you (hould chance to whip your infornution. 
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beat the raeflenger who bids beware 
hat is to be dreaded. 

Tell not me : 

^vr, this cannot be. 

. Notpofiible. 

£nter a Meflenger. 

If, The nobles, in great eameftnefs, are going 

the fenate houfc : fome news is come, 
turns their countenances. 

*Tis this flave j 
rhip him 'fore the people's eyes : — his raiiing ! 
ing but his report ! 
^. Yes, worthy fir, 

Qave's report is feconded \ and more, 
fearful, is delivered. 

What more fearful ? 
If. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths, 
^ probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 

1 with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainft Rome \ 
vows revenge as fpacious, as between 
^oung'ft and oldeft thing. 

This is moft likely ? 
Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wilh 
Marcius home again. 

The very trick on't. 

I. This is unlikely : 

d Aufidius can no more atone, 

violenteft contrariety. 

Enter another Meflenger. 

r. You are fent for to the fenate ; 
ful army, led by Caius Marcius, 
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AfTociated with Aufidlu^, ragei 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
O'er-borne their way, confumM with fire, and took 
Wliat lay before them. 

Enter Cominius* 

Com, O9 you have made good work ! 

Men, Whatnew»? whaCnei 

Com, Yon have holp to rarifh your ow»dai^terSy ai 
To melt the city leads upon your patet j 
To fee your wives di(lionour*d to your nofes j— 

Men. What's the news ? what's tiie news ? 

Com, Your temples l»imed in their cement; and 
Your franchifes, whereon you ftood> confined' 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men, Pray now, your'news ?— 

You have made fair work, I fear me : — Pray, your n«^ 
If Marcius fliould be joined with the Toldans, — 

Com. If! 
He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by fbme other deity than nature. 
That fhapes man better : and they follow him, 
Agunil us brats, with no lefs confidence. 
Than boys purfuing fbmmer butter-flies. 
Or butchers killing flies. 

Men, You have made good work, 

You, and your apron-men ; you that ftood fo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters ! 

Com, He will fhsdce 

Your Rome about your can. 

Men. As Hercules 

Did (hake down mellow fruit : You hav« m^de f9ir wo 

i 
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£nf . But is this true, fir ? 

Corru Ay ; and you'll look pale 

Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do imilingly revolt $ and, who refift. 
Are only mocked for valiant ignorance. 
And perifh conftant fools. Who is't can blame him ? 
Vour enemies, and his, find fomething in him. 

Men. We are all undone, unlefs 
Tbe noble iban have mercy. 

Com, Who fliall a(k it f 

The tribunes cannot do*t for (hame ) the people 
Deferve fuch pity of him, at the wolf 
Does of the fliepherds : for his beft friends, if they 
Should (ay. Be good to Rom, they charged him even 
As thofe ihould do that had deferv*d his hate» 
And therein ibow'd like enemies. 

Men. 'Tis true : 

If he were putting to my houfe the brand 
That (hould confume it, I have not the face 
To (ay, ^BefeecbjoUf ceafe. — You have made fiiir hands. 
You, and your crafts ! you have crafted fair ! 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
So incapable of help. 
Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

iMbr. How! Was it we? We lov'd himj but, like 
beads. 

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clullers. 
Who did hoot him out o* the city. 

CofH. But, I fe^ 

They*ll roar him in again. TuUus Aufidius, 
The fecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer Defperation 

H3 l3 
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Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence. 
That Rome can make againil them. 

Enter a troop of Citizens. 

Men, Here come the clullers.— 

And is Aufidius with him ? — ^You are they 
That made the air unwholcfome, when you call 
Your (linking, greafy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus" exile. Now he's coming j 
And not a hair upon a foldier's head. 
Which will not prove a whip \ as many coxcombs. 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down. 
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter 5 
If he could bum us all into one coal. 
We have deferv'd it. 

Cit, 'Faith, we hear fearful news, 

1 Cit, For mine own part. 
When I faid, bani(h him, I faid, 'twas pity. 

2 Cit. And fo did I. 

3 Cit. And fo did I j and, to fay the truth, fo did 
very many of us : That we did, we did for the beft : and 
though we willingly confented to his baniihment, yet it 
was againll our will. 

Com, You are goodly things, you voices I 
Men. You have made 

Good work, you and your cry '.—Shall us to the Capitol ? 
Com. Of ay $ what elfe f 

, [Exeunt Com. and Men. 
Sic. Go, mailers, .get you home, be not difmay'd j 
Thefe are a fide, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo fecm to fear. Go home, 
And ihow no fign of fear. 

I Cit. 
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e gods be good to us ! Come, mafters, let's 
er laid, we were i' the wrong, when we ba- 

did we all. But come, let's home. 

[Exeunt Citizens. 

not like this news. 
[. 

J to the Capitol : — 'Would, half my wealth . 
this for a lie ! 

Pray, let us go. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 
a;rfp^ at a fmall diflance from Rome, 

nter Aufidius, and his Lieutenant, 

hey ftill fly to the Roman ? 

» not know wliat witchcraft's in him $ but 

s ufe him as the grace 'fore meat» 

t table, and their thanks at end j 

i darkened in this aflion, iir, 

u: own. 

I cannot help it now \ 
fmg means, I lame the foot 
n. He bears himfelf more proudlier 
perfon, than I thought he would, 

did embrace him : Yet his nature 

changeling } and I muft excufe 
t be amended. 

Yet I wiA, fir, 
your particular,) you had not 
nmiflion with him but either 
le afiion of yourfelf, or elie 
left it folely. 

H 4 Auf. 
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Auf, I underftand thee well $ and be tiKni fore, 
V/hen he (hall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge againft him. Although it ieemSf 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly. 
And (hows good hufbandry for the Volcian Ibtte \ 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as (bon 
As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which (hall break his neck, or hazard nune, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 
Lieu. Sir, I befeech you, think you he'll carry Rom 
Auf, All places yield to him ere he (its down j 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 
The fenators, and patricians, love him too : 
The tribunes are no foldiers ; and their people 
Will be as ra(h in the repeal, as hafty 
To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome, 
As is the ofprey to the fi(h, who takes it 
By fovereignty of nature. Firft he was 
A noble fervant to them | but he could ndt 
Carry his honours even ( whether 'twas pride^ 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man \ whether defe6^ of judgement, 
To fail in the difpodng of thofe chances 
Which he was lord of ; or whether nature. 
Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the cafque to the cu(hion, but commanding pea 
Even with the fame aufterity and garb 
As he controird the war : but, one of thefe, 
(As he hath fpices of them all, t>ot all, 
For I dare fo far free him,) made him fear'd. 
So hated, and fo banifh'd : But he has a merit. 
To choke it iti the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time : 
8 
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And poweTf unto itfelf moft commendable. 

Hath not a tomb To erident as a chair 

To extol what it hath dime. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one naiU one nul ; 

Rights by rights fottler» ftrengths by ftrengths, do fail. 

Come> let*s away. When» Caius, Rome is thine, 

Thou art poor' ft of all % then fhoitly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt. 
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Rome. A f Mick f lace* 

Enter Menewius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, and 
Others. 

Men, No^ 1*11 not go : you hear, >^'hat he hath faid. 
Which was fometirne his general ; who lov'd him 
In a moft dear particular. He call'd me, father : 
But what o^that > Go, you that banifli'd him, 
A mile before his tent fall down, and kneel 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To bear Cominius fpeak, I'll keep at home. 

Com, He would not feem to know me. 

Men, Do you hear ? 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urg^d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolai:us 
He would not aniwer to : forbad all names ; 
He was a kind of nothing, titlelefs. 
Till he had forged himfelf a name i' the £re 
Of burning Rome. 

Men, Why, fo j you have made good work : 

A pair of tribunes that have racked for Rome, 
To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 

Com, I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was Icfs expe6ted : He reply'd. 
It was a bare petition of a ftate 
To one whom they bad puniih'd. 

Men, Very well : 

Could he fay lefs ? 

Com* 
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Com, I offerM to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was. 
He could not fby to pick them in a pile 
Of noifome, mufty chaff : He (isud, 'twas folly. 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt. 
And ilill to nofe the offence. 

Men. For one poor grain 

Or two ? I am one of thofe 5 his mother, wife. 
His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the grains 1 
You are the nufty chaff ; and you are finelt 
Above the moon ; We ronft be burnt for you. 

Sic, N2iy, pray, be patient : If you refufe your aid 
In this fo never-heeded help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diftrefs. But, fure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue 
More than the inftant army we can nudce. 
Might ffop our countryman. 
Men, No ^ I'll not meddle. 

Sic, I pray you, go to him. 
Men, What (hould I do ? 

Bru, Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and fay that Marcius 

Return me, as Cominius is return'd. 
Unheard ; what then ? 
But as a difcontented friend, grief -(hot 
With his unkindnefs ? Say't be fo ? 

Sic, Yet your good will 

Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Men, I'll undertake it : 

I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip. 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well ; he had not din'd : 

The 
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The veins unfiird, our blood is cold, and then 

We pout upon the morning, are unapt 

To give or to forgive 5 but when we have ftuff'd 

Thefe pipesi and thefe conveyances of our blood 

With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fotils 

Than in our prieft-like fafts t therefore 1*11 watch him 

Till he be dieted to my requeft, 

Vlnd then 1*11 fet upon htm. 

hru. You know the very road into hit kindnefs* 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Men. Good laith, lil prove him 

Speed how it will. I ihall ere long have knowledge 
Of my fucceis. [E 

Com. HeUl never hear him. 

Sic. Not ? 

Ctm. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Ked as *twould bum Rome \ and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneePd before him : 
*Twas very faintly he faid, Kifi \ difmifs*d me 
Thus, with his fpeechlefs hand : What he would do. 
He ient in writing after me ; what he would not. 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions : 
80, that all hope is vain, 
Unlefs his noble mother, and his wife ; 
Who, as I hear, mean to folicit him 
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence. 
And with our fair entreaties haftc them on. X Exi 
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SCENE II. 

An a^anced ftfi tf the Voldan Camp brf§re Rome. ^ 
Guard at their Statimu. 

Enter i9 them, Menenius. 

1 G, Stay : Whence are you ? ' 

2 G, Standy and go back. 
Men. You guard like men } *tis well : But, by your 

leave, 

I am an officer of ftate, and come 
To fpeak with Corlohnus. 

I G. From whence ? 

Men. From Rome. 

I G. You may not pafs, you rauft return : our general 
Will no more bear from tboice. 

% G. You^ll fee your Rome embraced with fire, befor* 
You^ll fpeak with Coriolanus. 

Men. . Good my friends. 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks. 
My name hath touchM your ears : It is Menenius.- 

J G, Be it fo ; go back : the virtue of your nam& 
Is not here pai&ble. 

Men. 1 tell thee, fellow. 

Thy general is my lover : I have been 
The book of his good «ds> whence men have read 
His fame unparalleled, haply, amplified } 
For I have ever vcrify'd my friends, 
(Of whom h^'s chief,) with all the ilze that verity 
Would without lapiing fufier i nay, fometimes. 
Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground, 

I have 
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I have tumbled pall the throw ; and in his pmfe 
Have, almoft, fhimpM the leafing : Therefore, fellow, 
I muA have leave to pafs. 

1 G, Taith, fir, if you had told as many lies in his be- 
half, as you have utter'd words In your own, you fhould . 
not pafs here : no, though it were as virtuous to lie, as / 
to live chaftly. Therefore, go back. 

Men, Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Mene- jj 
nius, always faflionary on the party of your general. i 

a G, Howfoever you have been his liar, (as you fay, 15 
you have,) I am one that, telling true under him, muft \ 
fay, you cannot pafs. Therefore, go back. 

Men! Has he dined, canft thou tell ? for I would not \ 
fpeak with him till after dinner. 

1 G, You are a Roman, ase you ? ^ 

. Men, I am as thy general is. i 

1 G. Then you fhould hate Rome, as he does. Can | 
you, when you have pufhM out your gates the very dc- 1 
fender of them, and, in a violent popular ignorance, i 
given your enemy your fhield, think to front his revenges i 
with the eafy groans of old women, the virginal palms of 
your daughters, or with the palfied interceflion of fuch a 
decayed dotant as you feem to be ? Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, with 
fuch weak breath as this ? No, you are deceiv'd 5 there- 
fore, back to Rome, and prepare for your execution: 
you are conderon'd, our general has fworn you out of 
reprieve and pardon. 

Men, Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would ufe me with eftimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not. 
Men, I mean, thy general. 

X G, My general cares not for you. Back, I (ay, go, 
I left 
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eft I let forth your half pint of blood j— -back,— thal'i the 
atmoft of your having : — back. 
Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, — 

Enter Coriolanus ioul Aufidius. 
Cor. What's the matter ? 

Men. Now, you companion, FU (ay an errand for you ; 
you (hall know now, that I am in eftimation ; you (hall 
perceive that a Jack guardant cannot office me from my 
fbn Coriolanus : guefs, by my entertainment with him, 
if thou ftand'ft not i' the ftate of hanging, or of (bme 
death more long in fpe£^ator(hip^ and crueller in fuflvring ; 
behold now prefently, and fwoon for whafs to come upon 
thee. — The glorious gods lit in hourly fynod alwot thy 
particular profperity, and love thee no worfe than thy old 
fether Menenius does ! O, my fon ! ray fon ! thou at t 
preparing (ire for us ; look thee, here's water to quench 
it, I was hardly moved to come to thee : but being af- 
fured, none but myfelf could move thee, I have been 
blown out of your gates with fighs } and conjure thee to 
pardon Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen. The 
good gods afTuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon 
this varlet here ; this, who, like a block, hath denied 
my accefs to thee. 

Cor. Away! 

Men. How ! away > 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. ^fy affairs 
Are fervanted to others : Though f owe 
My revenge properly, my reniiflion lies 
In Volcian breafts. That we have been fimiliar, 
Ingrate forgetfulnefs fliall poifon, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, be gone. 
Mine cars againft your fuits arc ftronger, than 

Yo 
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Your gates againft my force. Yety for I lov^d thee. 
Take this along j I writ it for thy lake, \Gvvcs a UtUr. 
And would have fent it. Another word* Menenius, 
I will not hear thee fpeak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou behold'ft — 

Auf. You keep a conftant temper. 

[Exeunt Coriglanvs aad Aufidius. 

I G. Nowy fir, is your name Menenius. 

% G, *Tis a fpell, you fee, of much power ; You know 
the way home again. 

1 G» Do you hear how we are (hent for keeping your 
greatnefs back ? 

2 G, What cauie, do you think, I have to fwoon ? 
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your general t 

for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there*s any, 
you are fo (light. He that hath a will to die by himfelf, 
fears it not from another. Let your general do his worft. 
For you, be that you are, long \ and your mifery increaie 
with your age ! I fay to you, as I was faid to» Away ! [Exitm 

2 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the rock, 
the oak not to be wind-fhaken. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
I7)e Tent of Coriolanus. 
ffff^ CoRiOLANus, Aufidius, end Others. 

Cor, We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our hoft. — My partner in this adion, *' 
You muft report to the Volcian lords, how plainly 
I have bom this bufinefs. 

Auf, Only their ends 

You haye rei^ded i ftopp'd your ears againft 

The 
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"he general fuit of Rome ; never admitted 
L private whifper, no, not with fuch friends 
^hat thought them fure of you. 

Cor. This laft old man, 

Vhom virith a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome» 
^v^d me above the meafure of a father ; 
4ay, godded me, indeed. Their lateft refuge 
iVas to iend him : for whoie old love, I have 
[Though I fliowM fourly to him,) once more offered 
The firft conditions, which they did refufe, 
Ajid cannot now accept, to grace him only. 
That thought he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Freih embailies, and fuits. 
Nor from the ftate^ nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — ^Ha ! what ihout is this ? 

[Sbout <witkin. 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
Im the iame time ^tis made ? I will not*-— 

^Emter in mmmdug bMtSi Virgilia, Volumnia leading 
jkmstMarcius, Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremoft 5 then the honoured mould 
Wherein this trunk was framM, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affedtion ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 
Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate.— 
\ What is that curt'fy worth ? or thofe dove's eyes, 
I Which can make gods forfworn ?— I melt, and am not 
I Of ftronger earth than others. — My mother bows 5 
As if Olympus to a molehill (hould 
In fupplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an afpe61: of intercefHon, which 
Great nature cries, Detty not, — Let the Voices 

I Plough 
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Plough Rome, and liarrow Italy ; I'll never 
Be I'uch a gofling to obey inftiiift j bat 
As if a man were author of hunlelf. 
And knew no other kin. 
rirg. My lofd and huj 

Crr. Thefe eyes are not the bme I wonk 
rirg. The forrow, that delivers oi tlra| 
Makes you think fo. 

Cor, Like a doll aflor noij 

I have f?rgot my part, and I am out. 
Even to a full difgrace. Beft of my flefli^ 
Forgive n:y tyranny 5 but do not fiiy. 
For that, forgive our Re.-aaKS,^^, a kift | 
Long as my exile, I'weet as my revenge I 
Now by the jealous queen of heaven, tha| 
I carried from thee, dears sind my true lipl 
Hath virgin^d it e'er fince. — ^Vou gods ! I pnGte^ 
And tlie moil noble mother of the world 
Leave unfaluted : Sink, my knee, i* the taxiSk i * 
Of ihy deep duty more impreflion (how 
Than that of common ions. 

/V. O, fttnd up bteft*d t 

Whilft. with no fofter cnihion than the flin^ 
I kneel before thee $ and unpn^ierly 
Show duty, as miilakea all this while 
Between the child and parent. 

Ccr. What is this ? 

Your kr.ccs to me = to your correfled fon ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungrj- beach 
Fillip the liars 5 then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery fun ; 
MurdVing impofiibilityi to make 
W'lwl canr»ot be, d'l^ht work. 
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Thouart my warrior I 
I Iiolp to firame thee. Do you know this lady ? 

Or. The noble fiftcr of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome \ chafte as the iciclCy 
That's curded by the froft from pureft fnow» 
And hangs on Dian*8 temple : Dear Valeria t 

M. This is a poor epitome of yours. 
Which by the interpretation of fiill time 
May Ihow like all yourfelf. 

Cor, The god of foldiers. 

With the confent of fupreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with noblenefs $ that thou may^ft prove 
To ihame unvulnerable, and ftick i* the wars 
Like a great fea-mark, (landing every flaw. 
And faving thofe that eye thee 1 ' 

Foh Your knee, firrah. 

Cor. That's my brave b«y. 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelF, 
Are fuitors t« you. 

Onr. I befeech you, peace t 

Or, if you'd afk, remember this before % 
The things, I have forfwom to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Diimifs my foldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanicks : — Tell me not 
Wherein I feem unnatural x Defire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reafons. 

Fol. O, no more, no more! 

You have (aid, you will not grant us any thing 1 
For we have nothing elfe to aik, but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will afk \ 
That, if you fail in our requeft, the blame 
May hang upon your hardriefs : therefore hear us. 

I a Cot 



Cor^ 4f^i|fpi a^yoa Voices, mark; for well 
Hear noug^^qai^Qine in (>Fi^(are.— rYomr requeft ^ 

Fol, Shoald we be fUent and not fpcak* our raimej 
And ftate of bodi^= W9|i)d bewn^ what life 
We have led ^lu^ thy exile. Think witb thy(elf^ 
How more ut^fiqEtju^rte than; aU living womeiL 
Are we come hither iinqe,th«t tbf,figbt^ which (ho 
Make our eyes Aoy/^vfftt^jqf^ heafts dance with comi 
Conftrains them weep, and (hake with fear and forro 
Making theumpfiberv wife, and child, to fee 
The fon, the h^^bat^, and ,thc^ M»^Tf. tearing 
His coH)^i|r^ihbqi^«l| o^t^ . Apd to poor we». 
Thine enmitfc^s^m^ft capitid : thou barr^ft us 
Our prayers to^t)^gpds». which* is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy ; For bow can wie, 
Alas ! bowxan-wf) fpi{<>iir country pray. 
Whereto we are bonnd j togiether witb thy ri^lory. 
Whereto we ^e,l^un4>^ AUcktt or we muft loie 
The country, our dear nurfc 5 or clfe thy.periQn» 
Our comfort in tl^4}Qun(r)v W^. muft find 
An evident calamity. tlH>liipN w^ luid- 
Our wifhy whici^iidf :i^oul4 win*: for-either thou 
Muft, as a foreigi^irec^nty. belled ' 
With manacles thorough^ our«ftreets ; oredfe 
Triumphaa^lyi t^cfidduthy^ ogmtry^s ruin ; 
And bear the palmj. for having bravely: (hikl^ 
/ Thy wife and children's bloAdU For. myielfji fon, 
I purpofe not to wait on fortune, till 
Thefe wars detcmune:^ ifdiCaMnot perfuade thee 
Rather to flu^w a^noUi? to b^ parts» 
Than feek the en4jofiqioie» tbcm fkealt no fooner. 
March to aflaultthy.cpHntcyy.tha^ to tread: 
(Truft to't, thioi;^ibak( no^O Oft thy mother's womb 
That b(9)^g^tth^:tojddi mfld« 
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Hrg, Ay^ and on mintp 

That iNm^ht y6« forth this boy, to keep your ntane 

living to time. 
%. He fhail ndt tread on me ; 

I'll run away till I am bigger, -bat then III fight. 
Cor, Net of a woman^s tendemels to be, 

Requires nor child nor iMsian's face to fee. 

I have fat too long. infi^S* 
Vol, Kay, go sot from «s thvs. 

IHt were fo, that our requeft did tend 

To fave the Romans, thereby to defh-dt^ 

The Voices whom yeu ferve, yo« might vondettui usy 
I As poifonqns of your honour : No $ ocnr Aiit 

Is, that you recondk them s while the Vokoes 

May fay, This mercy ive baw Jbvw^d \ the Romansy 

% <u;<r recei'v'dji and each in either fide 

Give the all hail to thee, and cry, Bi hbfi'd 

For making up tbtj feace ! Thou know*ft, great Ion, 

The end of war*s uncertain j bot this certain, 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou (halt thereby reap, is fuch a iiame, 

Whofe repetition will be dogged with curfeirs 

Whofe chronicle thus writ,— -7^/ man was nobie. 

But 'With bis hft attemfi be nmfd k tmt \ 

Hefirafd his country \ and bis name remains 

To the en/uing age, abhorred. Speak to me, ibni 

Thou hafl aifeded the fine fhiains of honour. 

To imitate the graces of the gods $ 

To tear with thunder tht wide cheeks o*the air. 

And yet to chaige thy fulphur with a bolt 

That ihould but rive an oak. Why doft not fpeak ? 

Think*fl: tliou it honourable for a noble man 

Still to remember wrongs ^ — ^Daughtef, fpe^ y#u t 

He cares not for your vieepingw-— Speak tbo% boy ; 

1 3 Perhaps, 
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Perhapsi thy childiihnefs will move him more 
Than can our reafoos. — There is no man -in the world 
More bound to his mother j yet here he leU me prate. 
Like one i* the ftocks. Thou haft never in thy life 
Showed thy dear mother any courtefy 5 
When flie, (poor hen !) fond of no (econd broody 
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fafely home, 
Loaden with honour ^ Say, my requeft^s unjuft. 
And Ipurn me back : But, if it be not fo. 
Thou art not honeft ; and the gods will plague thee. 
That thou reftndn'ft from me the duty, which 
To a mother*s part belongs.— He turns away : 
Down, ladies $ let us (hame him with our knees* 
To his furname Coriolanns Uongs more pride. 
Than pity to our prayers. Down 5 An end t 
This is the laft So we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold us i 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have. 
But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowfhip, 
Does reafon our petition with more ftrength 
Than thou haft to deny't.-^Come, let us go 1 
This fellow had a Volcian to his mother j 
His wife is in Corioli, and his child 
Like him by chance :— Yet give us our defpatch : 
I am hu(h*d until our city be afire^ 
And then I'll fpeak a little. 
Cor. O mother, mother ! 

[holding VoLUMNiA by the bands, j 
What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural fcene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O ! 
You have won a happy vi6lory to Rome : 
But, for your fon, — ^believe it, O, believe it, 
Moft dangerouily you have with him prevailed, 
6 
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If not moft mortal to him. But> let it come : — 
Aufidiusy though I cannot make true wars, 
ril fiame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ilead, fay, would you have heard 
A mother le(s ? or granted lefs, Aufidius ? 
Auf, I was mov'd withal. 

Cor. I dare be fworn, you were : 

And, iir» it is no little thing, to make 
Mine eyes to fweat compaHTion. But, good fir. 
What peace you'll make, advife me : For my part, 
ni not to Rome, I'll back with you j and pray you, 
Stand to me in this caufe. — O mother ! wife ! 

Auf. I am glad, thou haft fet thy vncrcy and thy honour 
At difference in thee : out of that 1*11 work 
Myfelf a former fortune. [Afide. 

[The ladies maJu figns Co rig L a N u s . 

Or. Ay, by and by 5 

[/ffVOLUMNIA, ViRGILIA, 6fr. 

But we will drink together j and you fhall bear 

A better witnefs back than words, whicli we. 

On like conditions, will have counterfeard. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deferve 

To have a temple built you : all the fwords 

In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. \Excunt. 

SCENE IV. 
Rome. A puhlick Place , 

Enter Menenius and SiciNius. 



Men. See you yond' coign o' the Capitol j yond' cor- 
ncr-ftone ? 

I 4 Sic. 
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Sic, Why, whakt oiF that ? 

Men. If it poflible for you to difplacc it with your 
little finger, tjicre is fome hope the ladies of Rome, efpe- 
cially his mother, may prevail wjlji him. But, I fay, 
there is no hope in^t ; our throats a^ne Centenced, and ftay 
upon execution. 

fic, Is*t poflfible, that fo fhort a time can alter th^ cpn- 
dition of a man ? 

Men, There is difFerency between a grub, and a but- 
terfly ; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon: he has wings j he> more 
than a creeping thing. 

Sic, He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men, So did he me : and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight year old horfe. The tartnefs 
of his /ace fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground /brinks before his treading. 
He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye $ talks like a 
knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits in his ftate, as a 
thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done, is 
fini(h*d with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god, 
but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic^ Yes, mercy, if you repprt him truly. 

Men, I paint him in the charader. Mark what mercy 
his mother (hall bring from him : There i^ no more mercy 
in him, than there is milk in a male tiger | that (ball our 
poor city find : and all this is 'long of you. 

Sic, The gods be good unto us I 

Men, No, in fuch a cafe the gods will not be good unto 
us. When we banifh*d him, we rcfpefted not them: 
and, he returning to break our necks, theyrefpedtnotus. 
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MeJIf. Sir, If you'd &vc your jUfc, fly to your h<Kifc x 
The plebeians kave got your fcllow-tribuac, 
And hale him up and down j all fwcaring, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort b(Hue;» 
They'll give him death by inches. 

EuUr ftnotber Meflenger. 

Sic. What's the news ? 

Meff", Good newSy good news j — The ladies have pre- 
vail'd. 

The Voices are diflodg'd, and Marcius gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not the expulfion of the Tarquins. 

Sic, Friend, 
Alt thou certain, this is true ? is it moft certain ? 

Mejf. As certain, as I know the fun is fire : • 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it \ 
Ne'er through an arch fo hurry'd the blown tide. 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you j 
[trumpets and hautboys founded^ and drums beatettf 
all together. Shouting alfo luitbin. 
The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymb:ils, and the fbouting Romans, 
Make the fun dance. Hark you ! [Shouting again* 

Men. This is good news t 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of confuls, fenators, patricians, 
A city full 5 of tribunes, fuch as you, 
A fea and land full : You have pray'd well to-day} 

Thit 
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This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy! 

[Sboutiag and mujick. 

Sic, Firft, the gods blefs you for your tidings : next, 
Accept my thankfulnefs. 

Mef, Sir, i^e have all 

Great caufe to give great thanks. 

Sic. They are near the city ? 

Mcf. Almoft at p«int to enter. 

Sic, We will meet them, 

And help the joy, v . 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patricians, and 
People. Tbej pafs over the ftage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patronefs, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praife the gods. 
And make triumphant fires 5 ftrcw flowers before them 
Unihout the noife that bani(h*d Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother j 
Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome! — 

AU. Welcome, ladies! 

Welcome ! 

flourijb nvitb drums and trumpets. Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

Antium. A pubtick Place. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius, <with Attendants. 

Auf, Go tell the lords of the city, I am here : 
Pcliver them this paper : having read it. 
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Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons* ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe. 
The city p<Hts by this hath entered, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himfelf with words : Defpatch. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

Enter three or four Confpirators of Aufidius' fa3ion. 

Moft welcome ! 

1 Co/r, How is it with our general ? 

Auf, Even fo. 

As with a man by his own alms empoifonM, 
And with his charity flain. 

2 Con, Moft noble fir. 
If you do hold the fame intent wherein 
You wifh'd us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf, Sir, I cannot tell ; 

We muft proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilft 
'Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the furvivor heir of all. 

Auf I know it j 

And my pretext to ftrike at him admits 
A good conftruftion. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth : Who being fo heightened. 
He water'd his n^ plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing fo my friends : and, to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutnefs. 

When 
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When he did ftand for conful, nirhich he ioft 
By lack of ftooping, — 

Auf. That I would have ^ke of : 

Being bani(h*d for^t, he came unto my hearth ^ 
Prefented to my knife his throat : I took him \ 
Made him joint-fervant with me \ gave him way 
In all hit own defines ; nay, let him choofe 
Out of my files, his proje^s to accompliih. 
My beft and freOieft men ; fervid his defignments 
In mine own peifon i hotp to reap the fimie. 
Which he did end all bis j and took fome pride 
To do myfelf this wrong : till, at the laft, 
I feem'd his follower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary, 

I Con. So he did, my lord : 

The army marveird at it. And, in the laft, 
When he had carried Rome; and that we looked 
For no lefs fpoil, than glory,— 

Auf. There was it 5— 

For which my finews ihall be ftretch'd upon him. 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour 
Of our great aftion \ Therefore ihali he die» 
And I'll renew me in his fall. ,But> hark ! 

{Drum and trumpets Jwndy lAjitb great Jbouts of the pnpU. 

I Con. Your native town you enter'd like a poft^ 
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with what he wtmld fiiy, let him feel your fwoni. 
Which we will fecond. When he lie* along, 
iVfter your way his tale pronounced (hall bury 
His reafons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more ; 

Here come the lords. 



Enter the Lords of the dty. 

. Lords, You are moft welcome home. 

Auf. I have not dcfenr*d*it. 

But, worthy lordu, have you with heed perusM 
What I have vmtten to you ? 

Lords. We havo. 

I Lord. And grieve to heir it.' 

What faults he made before the laft, I think. 
Might have found eafy fines ; but there to end. 
Where he was to begin 5 and give away 
The benefit of our levies, anfwering us 
With our own chaj^ \ making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding ; This admits no excuie. 

Auf. He approaches, ]rou (hall hear him. 



£xr/fr CoRiOL Aifus, nxiih drums and colour s\ a crowd of 
Citizens ivith him. 

Cor. Hail, lords! I am returned .your foldier; 
No more infected with my country's love. 
Than when I parted hence, but flill fubfifUng 
Under your great command. You are to know. 
That pfofperoufly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paflage, led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome* Our fpoils we have brought home^ 
Do more than couaterpoife) a full third part, 

7 The 
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The dirges of the addon. We have made peace. 

With no lefs honour to the Antiates, 

Than (hame to the Romans : And we here delivery 

SubfcribM by the confuls and patricians, 

Together with the feal o'the fenate^ what 

We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords } 

But tell the traitor, in the higheil degree 
He hath abus'd your powers. 
Cor. Traitor 1 — How now ?— 
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor» Marciu 
Auf, Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius j Doft thou think 
1*11 grace thee with that robbery, thy ftoPn name 
Coriolanus in Corioli ? — 
You lords and heads of the ftate, perfidioufly 
He has betrayed your bufinefs, and given up. 
For certain drops of fiilt, your city Rome 
(I lay, your city,) to his wife and mother : 
Breaking his oath and refolution, like 
A twift of jcotten filk ; never admitting 
Counfel o* the war ; but at his nurfe^s tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your viftory ; 
That pages blulh'd at him, and men of heait 
Look'd wondering each at other. 
Cor. Hear'ftthou, Mars? 

Auf, Name not the god, thou boy of tears, — 
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(Who wears my ftripes imprefs'd on him ; that muft bear 
My beating to his graven) ihall join to thruft 
The lie unto him, 

I Lord, Peace, both, and hear me fpeak* 

Cor, Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and lads. 
Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! Falfe hound I 
If you have vrrit your annals true, 'tis there. 
That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, J 
Fluttered your Voices in Corioli : 
Alone I did it.— Boy! 

Auf, Why, noble lords. 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune. 
Which was your fharae, by this unholy braggart, 
'Fore your own eyes and ears ? . 

Con, Let him die for't. [fe<veral fpeak at once. 

Cit, [/peaking prondfcuoufiy,'] Tear him to pieces, do it 
prefently. He kill'd my fon } — my daughter j — He kill'd 
my coufm Marcus j — He kill'd my father. — 

» Lord, Peace, ho j— no outrage ; — peace. 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o' the earth. His lall offence to us 
Shall have judicious hearing. — Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor, O, that I had him. 

With fix Aufidiufes, or more, his tribe, 
To ufe my lawful fword ! 

Auf, Infolent villain \ 

Con, Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[Aufidius emd the Confpirators draiv^ and kill 
CoRiOLANus, ot'^tf faUs^ and AvwiDixj sjlandt 
on him* 

Lords, Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf, My noble matters, hear me fpeak. 

1 Lard, O Tullus,— 

a Lord* 
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ft Lord. Thour Baft done a'deed. whereat valour will weep- 
, 3 Lord. Tread not upon him. — Mafters all, be quiet j 
Put up your fwords. 

Juf. My lordsy when you (hall know (as in this rage^ 
Provok'd by him, you cannot>) the great danger 
Which this man^s life did owe you, you*ll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your honours 
To call me to your fenate, I'll deliver 
Myfelf your loyal fervant^ or endure 
Your heavieft cenfure. 

t Lord, Bear fn>m hence his body. 

And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 
As the moil: noble corfe^ that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

z Lord, His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let's make the beft of it. 

Juf, My rage is gone, 

And I am ftruck with fbrrow. — Take him up s — 
Help three o' the chiefeft foldiers ; I'll be one.— 
Beat thou the drum, tliat it fpeak mournfully : 
Trail your fteel pikes. — Though in this city he 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one. 
Which to this hour bewail tlie injury. 
Yet he (hall have a noble memory.— 
Aflift. [Exeunty hfarifig the body of CotLiOLAVV^, J dead 
martrh founded. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



TT appears from Peck's ColUeHon of divers curious Hj/loncal Piecest 
ice, (appended to his Memoirs, &c. of Oliver Cromwell,) p. i4> 
that a Latin play on this fubjea had been written. " Epiiogtis Cjb- 
faris interfcfti, quomodo in fcenarti prodiit ea res, a^la, in Ealefia 
Chrifti, Oxen. Qui Epilogus a Magiftro Ricardo Eedes, et fcriptus 
et in profccnio ibidem di£l«s fuit, A. D. 1 58*.** Mercs, whofc f^ifi 
Commonwealth was publifhed in 1 598, enumerates Dr. Eedes among 
the bell tragic writers of that time. Stebvens. 

From fome words fpoken by Polonius in Hamlet, I think it pro- 
bable that there was an Engltjh play on this fubjeft, before Shakfpcarc 
commenced a writer for the ftage. 

Stephen Goflbn, in his Schod of Ahufe, 15799 mentions a play en- 
titled The Hiflory ofC<efar and Pompey. 

William Alexander, afterwards earl of Sterlinc, wrote a tragedy on 
the ftory and with the title of Julius Cajfar, It may be prefumed that 
Shakcfpcare's play was pofterior to his ; for lord Sterlinc, when he 
compofed his juliAs Cafar was a very young author, and would hardly 
have ventured into that circle, within which the moft eminent dra^ 
matick writer of England had already walked; The death of Cxfar, 
which is not exhibited but related to the audience, forms the cataf- 
trophe of his piece. In the two plays many parallel paifages are found, 
which mighCf perhaps, have proceeded only from the two authors 
drawing from the fame fource. However, there arc fome reafons 
for thinking the coincidence more than accidental. 

A pafTagc in The Tempeft, (p. 127,) fccms to have been copied 
from one in Darius, another play of lord Sterline's, printed at Edit»- 
burgh in 1603. His Julius Cdpfar appeared in 1607, at a time when 
he was little acquainted with Engliih writers ; for both theie pieces 
abound with fcotticifros, which in the fubfequent folio edition^ 16371 

be 
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Ke corrcAed. But neither The Tmpeji nor the Jtitui Oefar of our 
author was printed till 1623. 

it (hould alfo be remembered, that our author has feveral plays, 
founded on fubje^s which had been previoufly treated by others. Of 
this kind are Kangjohn, King Richard IL the two parts of Kiiig 
Henry IV. King Anry V, King Richard III. King Lear, Antwy 
and Cletfpatray Meafure for Meafure, Hie Taming of the Sh'tVf, Ihe 
Merchant of Venice, and, I believe, Hamlet, Timon of Jtthensy and Tk^ 
Second and Third Part of King Henry VI. : whereas no proof has hi- 
therto been produced, that any contemporary writer ever prefumed to 
new model a ftory that had already employed the pen of Shakfpeare. 
On all thefe grounds it appears more probable, that Shakfpeare was 
indebted to lord Sterline, than that lord Sterline borrowed fioro Shak- 
fpeare. If this reafoning be juft, this play could not have appeared be- 
fore the year 1607. I believe it was produced in that year. Malon£. 

The real length of time in yulius Cafar is as follows : About the 
middle of February A. U. C. 709, a frantick fcflival, facred to Pan, 
and called Lupercaliay was held in honour of Caefar, when the regal 
crown was offered to him by Antony. On the iflh of March, in the 
(ame year, he was flain. Nov. a 7, A. U. €."710, the triumvirs 
met at a fmall ifland, formed by the river Rhenus, near Bononia, and 
there adjufted their cruitl profcription. — A. U. C. 7119 Brutus and 
CaHius were defeated near Philippi. Upton. 
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SCENE, during a great fart of the play, at Rome : a) 
twards at Sardis, and near Philippi. 



ACT I. SCENE T. 

Rome. A Street. 
J'lavius, Marullus, and a rabble of Citizens, 
fla'vtus, 

iCE ; home, you idle creatures, get you home j 

this a holiday ? What ! know ydu not, 
leqhanical, you ought not walk^ 
labouring day, witliout the fign 
• profeffion ? — Speak, what trade art tkou ? 

Why, fir, a t;arpenter. , 

Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
loft thou with thy beft apparel on ?— 
r 5 what trade are you ? 

Truly, fir, in refpeft of a fine workman, I am 
yrpu would fay, a cobbler. 

But what trade art thou ? anfwer me direfVly. 

A trade, fir, that, I hope, I may ufe with a fafe 
ice } which is, indeed, fir, a mender of bad foals. 

What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave, 
ade ? 

, Nay, I befeech you, fir, be not out with me : 
ou be out, fir, I can mend you. 

What, meaneft thou by that ? Mend me, thou 
rllow ? 

Why, fir, cobble you. 
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Fla'u. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? ; 

a Cit. Truly, fir, all that I live by'is, with tfie 
meddle with no tradefman's matters, nor womei 
ters, but with awl. I am, indeed, fir, a furgeo 
(hoes ; when they are in great danger, I re-cov< 
As proper men as ever trod upon neafs-leather, hs 
upon niy handy- work. 

Flav, But wherefore art not in tliy (hop to-day 
doft thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ? 
• a Cit, Truly, fir, to wear out their (hoes, to g€ 
into more work. But, indeed, fir, we make hoi 
fee Csefar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar, Wherefore rejoice? What conqueft br 
home ? 

What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you ftones, you worfe than fcnfelefs 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Mrfny a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements. 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops. 
Your infants in your arms, and there have fat 
The live-long day, with patient expeftation. 
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome : 
And when you faw his chariot but appear. 
Have you not made an univerfal (hout. 
That Tiber trembled underneath her banks. 
To hear the replication of your founds. 
Made in her concave (horcs ? 
And do you now put on your beft attire ? 
And do* you now cull out a holiday ? 
And do you now ftrew flowers in his way, 
That comes in triumph over Porapey's blood f 
Be gone j 



Run to ytmr iioiifesy upon your knees^ ^ 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plagUe 

That need» muft light on this ingratitude. 
Fkv. .Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this faulty 

Memble all the poor men of your fort ; 

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 

Into the channel, till the lorweft ftream 

t)o kifs the mod; exalted iliores of $11. [Exeunt Citizens* 

See, whe'r their bafeft metal be not.mov*d 5 

They vanilh tongue-tied in tlicir guiltinefs. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 

This way will I : Difrobe the images. 

If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 
Mar. May we do fo ? 

You. know, it is the feaft of Lupercal. 
FJav. It is no matter ; let no images 

Be hung with Caefar's trophies. I'll about. 

And drive away the vulgar from tlie ftreets : 

80 do you too, where you perceive them thick. 

Thefe growing featheri plnckM from Caefar's wing, 

Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 

Who clfe would foar above the view of men. 

And keep us all in fervilc fearfulnefs. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 
^ fame* 'A puHick Place, 

Enter f in proceffion^ nvitb mujtck, C^sar; Ahtohy, for 
the courfii Calphurnia, Portia, Decius, Cicero, 
Brutus, Cassius, and CascAj a great crtnud follow* 
ing ; emong them a Soothfaycr. 

Copf Calphurnia, — 

Cafca, Peace, ho ! C«iar fpcaks. IMtifick ceafes, 

B % Caf 
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Ga]phumia,«^ 



CaL Here, my lord. 
Caf, Stand you dircftly in Antonius^ wayy 
When he doth run his courfe.-^Antonius. 
Ant, Caefar, my lord. 
CV/*. Forget not, in your fpeed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia : for our elders fay, 
•* Tl>e barren, touched in this holy chafe. 
Shake off ^heir fteril curfe. 

Ant, I (hall remember s 

When Caifai* fays. Do this, it is performed. 
Caf, Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. [Mu/ki 
Sooth, Cafar. 
Caf. Ha! Who calls? 

Ca/ca, Lid every noife be ftill : — Peace yet again. 



Caf. Who is it in the prefs, that calls on me r 
I liear a tongue, ftiriller than all the muiick. 
Cry, Caefar: Speak $ Caeikr is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 



Brit, A foothfayer, bids you beware the ides of Marcfc- 
Cief, Set him before me, let me fee his face. 
Caf, Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon Cacfar. 
Ca-f. What fay'ft thou to me now ? Speak once again. 
Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 
drf. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him 5 — ^pafs. 

[ Sennet. Exeunt all but Bkv TV s and C A s S il^^* 
Caf, Will you go fee the order ^ the courfe ? 
Bru, Not I. 
' Caf, I pray you, do. 

Bru, I am not gamefome : I do lack fome part 
Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony. 



iMu^ck ceafes. 



Caf, 



What man is lliat ? 



Lei 



a f, TVLIUS CAS AS. A- 

:t Qie not hinder, CafHus, your defires! 
.1 leave you. 

Caf, Brutus, I do pbferve you now of late : 

have not from your eyes that gcntlenefs, 

nd (how of love, as I was wont to have : 

ou bear too (lubborn and too (brange a hand 

ver your friend that loves you, 

Bru. Caflius, 

e not deceived : If I have veil'd my loojc> 

turn the trouble of my coiuitenance 

(erely upon myfelf. Vexed I am, 

f late, with paflions of fome difference, 

onceptions only proper to myfelf, 

^hich give fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviours ; 

lit let not therefore my good friends be griev'd j 

Imong which number, Caflius, be you .one j) 

)rcoh(ltue any further my negle6t, 

ban that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war, 

)rgets the (hows of love to other men. 

Caf, Then, Brutus, I have much miilook your paflion ; 

r means whereof, this breaft of mine hath buried 

bughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 

jU me, good Brutus, Cvin you fee your face ? 

Bru, No, Caflius : for the eye fees not itself. 

It by refleflion, by fome other things. 

Cpf, 'Tisjyft: 

id it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

lat you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn 

)ur hidden vyorthinefs into your eye, 

lat you miglit fee your lliadow. I hayc heard, 

here many of the beft rerpe6l in Rome, 

xcept immortal Caefar,) fpeaking of Brutus, 

id groaning underneatli this age's yoke, 

ive wifli'd that i^oble Brptus had his eyes, 

B $ Bru. 
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Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me* Caffinsj 
That you would have me feck into myfelf 
For that which is not in me ? 

Caf, Therefore, good Brutus, be pnepar'Ato hear i 
And, fince you kaiow you cannot fee youvlelf 
So well as by.refledkion, !> yoaf glafs» 
Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf 
That of yourfelf w;hich you yet know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gemle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, ondid ufo 
To ftale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protefter 5 if you know- 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard. 
And after fcandal them j or if you know 
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

iFIoari/b, aitdfitui 

Bru. What means this fliouting ? I da fear, the people 
Choofe Caefar for their king. 

Caf. Ay, do you fear it ? 

Then muft I think you would not have it fo. 

Bru, I would not, Caffius 5 yet I love him well :— ? 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the general good. 
Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other. 
And I will look on both indifferently : 
For, let the gods fo fpeed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Caf, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 
Well, honour is the fubjeft of my ftory. — 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life j but, for my finglc felf, 

I ha 
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^ I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of fuch a thing as I myfclf. 
I was born free as Caeiar 5 fo were you : 
We both have fed as well 5 and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gufty day. 
The troubled Tiber chafing with her (hores, 
Calar faid to me, Dar^JI thou, Caflfius, no-tu 
Leap in ivitb me into this angry flood, 
hdpwijn to yonder point? — Upon the word, 
Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in. 
And bade him follow : fo, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar'd j and we did buffet it 
With lufty linews ; throwing it afide 
And Hemming it with hearts of controverfy. 
But ere we could arrive th^ point proposM, 
E, Caefarcry'd, Help me, Calfius, or I fink, 
t 1) as ^neas, our great anceftor, 

l^id from the flames of Troy upon his fhoulder 
The old Anchifes bear, fb, from the waves of Tiber 
Did I the tired Caefar : And this man 
now become a god ; and Caffius is 
A wretched creature, and muft bend his body, 
^f Caefar carelefsly but nod on him. 
He had a fever when he v»'as in Spain, 
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did (hake : 'tis true, this god did (hake : 
l-lis coward lips did from their colour fly ; 
-And that fame eye, whofe bend doth awe the world, 
I)id lofe his liiftre ; I did hear him groan : 
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
^lark him, and write his fpeeches in their books, 
Ahsl it cry'd, Give ?ne fome drink, Titinius, 
As a fitk girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

B 4 A man 
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A man of fugh a feeble temper fliould 
So. get the ftart of the majeftic world, 
And bear the pahn alone. {^Sbout, Flourifi, 

Bru. Another general fhout \ 
I do believe, that thefe applaufes are 
For fome new honours that are heap'd on Cacfar. 

Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world, 
Like a CololFus } and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourfelves difhonourable graves. 
Men at lome time arc mafters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is npt in our ftars, 
But in ourfelves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Caefar : What fliould be in that Caefar ? 
Why ihould that name be founded more than yours ? 
\Vrite them together, yours is us fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them, 
Brutus will ftart a fpirit as foon as Cxfar. [Shout* 
Now in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Caefar feed. 
That he is grown fo great ? Age, thou art fham'd : 
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, fmce the great flood. 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they {sy, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walks encompafs'd but p|ie man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough. 
When there is in it but one only man. 
O ! you and I have heard ovir fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brooked 
The eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rome, 
As eafily as a king. 
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 

What 
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What you would work me to, I hare fomc aim » 

How I have thought of this, and of thefe times, 

I lhall recount hereafter } for this prefent, 

I would not, fo with love I might entreat you. 

Be any further mov*d. What you have faid, 

I will confider j what you have to fay, 

I will with patience hear : and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and anfwer, fuch high things^ 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this j 

Brutu* had rather be a villager, 

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Home 

Under thefe hard conditions as this time 

Is like to lay upon us. 

Caf. 1 am ghd, that my weak words 
Have ftruck but thus m,uch Ihow of fire from Brutus, 

Re-enter s a R , an J kis 'Train . * 

5r«. The games are done, and Caclar is returning, 

Caf, As they pafs by, pluck Cafcaby the flcevej 
And he will, after his four fafiiion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bvu, I will do fo But, look you, Caflius, 
The angry fpot doth glow on Caefar's brow, 
And all the reil look like a chidden train ; 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale 5 and Cicero 
Looks with fuch ferret and fuch fiery eyes. 
As we have feen him in the Capitol, 
Being crofs'd in conference by fome fenators, 

Qdf, Cafca will tell us what the matter is, 

Caf, Antonius. 

Ant, Caefar. 

Caf. Let me have men about me, that are fat j 
Sleek- headed men, and fuoh as deep o'nights : 
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Yond* Caf{iu^ has a lean and hungry lootc ; 
He thinks too much : fuch men are diuigeroot. 

Aftt, Fear him not, Cseiary he*8 not dangerpuf j 
He is a noble Koman, and well given. 

Caf, * Would, he were fatter : — But I fear him nets 
Yet if ray name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the xnan I ihould avoid 
So foon as that fpare Cailius. He reads much i 
He is a great obierv^r, apd he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 
As thou doft, Antony ; he hears no muiick : 
Seldom he fmiles ; and fmil^s. in fuch a fort. 
As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit 
That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eafe. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear j for always I am Cxfar. 
Come on luy right hand, for this car is deaf. 
And tell rae truly w hat thou think'ft of him. 

[Exeunt C-fl:sAR, an J bis train. Casca ftajs bebtn^ 

Citfca, You puird me by the cloak j \Vould you fpea 
with me ? 

Bru. Ay, Cafcaj tell us what hath chanc'd to-day. 
That Caefar looks fo fad. 

Cttfca, Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. I (hould not then a0c Cal'ca what hath cbanc\l. 

Cafca. Why, there was a crown offered him : and bein 
offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his band) thu* 
and then the people fell a' Ihouting. 

Bru. What was the fecond noife for? 

Cafca, Why, for that too. 

p/. They fliouted thrice ; What was the laH cry for ^ 
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Cafca, Why:, for that too. 
Bru, Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 
Cafca^ Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, every 
time, gentler than other ^ and at every putting by, mine 
honeft neighbours ihouted. 
Caf, Who o&rM him the crown f 
Cafca. Why, Antony. 
Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca, 
Cafca, I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner of it s 
it was mere foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Mark An« 
tony offer him a crown yet *twas not a crown neither, 
'twas one of thefe coronets ;^^d, as I told you, he. put. 
it by once : but, for all that, to my thinking, he would' 
fain have had it. Then he offered it to him again.; theii- 
he put it by again : but, to my thinking, he was very, 
ioath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offier'd it the 
third time j he put it the third time by : and ftill as he 
refufed it, the rabblement hooted, and dapp'd their 
chopped hands, and threw up their fyi'caty night- caps, 
^nd utter'd fuch a deal of ftinking breath becauie Caefiir 
''^ufed the crown, that it had almoft choked Caefar ; fbr 
^e fwoon'd, and fell down at it : And for mine own part, 
^ durit not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and r&» 
Reiving the bad air. 

Caf. But, f<5ft, I pray you : What, did Caciar fwbon ? 
Cafca, He fell down in the market-place, and foamed 
sit mouth, and was fpeechlefs. 
Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the falling-ficknefs, 
Caf, No, Cxfar hath it -not ; but you, and I, 
And honeft Cafca, we have the falling iickneis. 

Cafca, I know not what you mean by that ; but, I am 
fure, Caefar fell down. If the tag-rag people did not clap. 
him, and hifs him, according as he pleafed, and difplealed 

them. 
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tbtm, as they ufe to do the players in the theatre^ I am no 
true nian. 

Bru, What fkid he, when he came unto bimfelf ? 

Cafia* Many, before he fell down, when he perceived 
the common herd was glad he rcfulcd the crown, he 
pluck'd me ope his doublet, and offered them his throat to 
cut. — An I had been a man of any occupation, if I woukl 
not have taken him at a word, I would I might go to hell 
among the rogues :-rand fo he fell. When he came to 
himfelf again, he faid, If he had done, or (aid, any thing 
amifs, he defired their worihips to think it was his infir- 
raity. Three or four wenches, where I flood, cried, Alasy 
good fouH^dJid forgave him with all their hearts : But 
there*8 no heed to be taken of them 5 if Caefar had ilabb*4 
their mothers, they would have done no lefs. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, avyay ? 

Cafca, Ay. 

Caf, Did Cicero fay any thing ? 

Cafca, Ay, he fpoke Greek. 

Cef, TowhatefFea? 
' C^ffca. Nay, an I tell you that, V\\ ne'er look you i' tlie 
fdce again : But thofe, that underftood him, fmiled at one 
another, and fliook their heads : bur, for mine own part, 
it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news too : 
MaruUus and Flavius, for pulling fcarfs oft' Ciaefar's images, 
are put to filence. Fare you well. There was more 
foolery yet, if I could remember it. 

Caf. Will you fup w ith me to-uight, Cafca ? 

Cafca, No, I am promifed forth, 

Caf Will you dine with me to -morrow ? 

Cafca, Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your 
dinner worth the eating. 

Caf, Good J I will expc(^ you. 
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Cafca. Do fo : Farewell, both. [Exit Casca. 

Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to fchool. 

Caf. So he is now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterpriiie, 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
'This xiidenefs is a fauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ftomach to digeft his worda 
*Wi[th better appetite. 

Bru. And fo it is. For this time I will leave you j 
To-morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 
1 will come home to you j or, if you will. 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Caf. I will do fo : — till then, think of the world. 

[Exit Bkvtv$^ 

Well, Brutus, thou art noble 5 yet, I fee. 

Thy honourable metal may be wrought 

From that it is difpos'd : Therefore 'tis meet 

That noble mind^ keep ever with their likes : 

For who fo firm, that cannot be feducM ? 

Caefar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus s 

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius, 

He fhould not humour me. I Will this n^ght, 

In feveral hands, in at his windows throw. 

As if they came from feveral citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obfcurely 

Caelar*8 ambition lhall be glanced at : 

And, after this, let Caefar feat him fure ; 

For we will (hake him, or worfe days endure. lExtf. 
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SCENE III. 
The fame, A Street. 

fpjunder and Kgbtmng. Etiter, fr9m oppofite fides^ Casca> 
imib ins fnvmrd drawn, and CicsRO. 

Cic. Good even, Cafca : Brought you Caefar home ? 
Why are you breathlcfs ? and why ftare you fo > 

Cafca, Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero, 
I have feen tempcfts, when the fcolding winds 
Have rivM the knotty oaks ; and I have feen 
The ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam^ 
To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
*D\d I go through a temped dro(>ping fire. 
Either there is a civil ftrife in heaven 5 
Or elfe the world, too faucy with the gods> 
Incenfes them to fend deftrudion. 

Cic* Why, (aw you any thing more wonderful ? 

Cafca, A common Have (you know him well by light>) 
Held up his left hand, which did fiame,^nd burn 
Like twenty torches join'd 5 and yet his hand. 
Not fenfible of fire, remained unfcorchM. 
Befides, (I have not fmce put up my fword,) 
Againft the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me : And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghailly women. 
Transformed with their fear ; who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets. 
Andy yellerday, the bird of night did lit, 

$ Even 
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Even at noon. day, 'upon the market-place. 
Hooting and ihrieking. When thefe prodigies 
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 
^hefe are their reafons, — T^ey are natural ; 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the clintute that they point upon. 

Cic, Indeed, it is a ftrange difpofed fime : 
But men may conftrue things after their faflifon. 
Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves. 
Comes Caefar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Cafca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 

Cif . Good night then, Cafca : this difturbed (ky 
Is not to walk in. 

Cafca, Farewell, Cicero. [Exit CxCERO'* 

Enter Cassius. 

Caf. Who's there? 

Cafca, A Roman. 

Cef Cafca, by your voice. 

Cafca, Your ear is good. Caffius, what night is this ? 

Caf A very pleafing night to hoheft men. 

Cafca. Who ever knew the heavens menace fo ? 

Caf Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of faults. 
For my part, I have walk'd about the ftreets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 
And, thus unbraced, Cafca, as you fee, 
Have bar'd my bofom to the thunder- (lone : 
And, when the crofs blue lightning leem^d to open 
The breaft of heaven, I did prefent myfelf 
Even in the aim and very fla(h of it. 

Cafca. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When 
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When the moll mighty gods, by tokens, fend 
Such dreadful heralds to aftonifh us. 

Caf» You are dull, Cafca j and thofe fparks of life 
That fhould be in a Roman, you do want. 
Or clfe you ufe not : You look pale, and gazei 
And put on fear, and caft yourfelf in wonder. 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would confider the true caufe. 
Why all thefe fires, why all thcfe gliding ghofts^ 
Why birds, and beads, from quality and kind j 
Why old men fools, and children calculate ; 
Why all thefe things change, from their ordinancei 
Their natures, and pre- formed faculties. 
To monftrous quality ; why, you (hall find. 
That heaven hath infus'd them with thefe fpints. 
To make them inftruraents of fear, and warning. 
Unto fome monftrous flate. Now could I, Cafca, 
Name to thee a mart moit like this dreadful night ; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth a lion in the Capitol : 
A man no mightier than thyfelf, or me, 
in perfonal action ; yet prodigious grown. 
And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are. 

Cafca. 'Tis Cajfar that you mean : Is it not, Caflius i 

Caf, Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors ; 
But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead. 
And we are governed with our mothers' fpirits ; 
Our yoke and fufferance (how us womanifli. 

Cafca, Indeed, they fay, the fenators to-morrow 
Mean to eftablifh Csiar as a king : 
And he (hall wear his crown, by fea, and land, 
In every place, fave here in Italy. * 

Caf, I know where I will wear this dagger then,; 
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CaiEfis from bondage will deliver Caflius : 

Thercm, ye gods, you make the weak moft ilrong } 

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 

Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs, 

Nor airlefs dungeon, nor (bong links of iron. 

Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit j 

But life, being weary of tbefe worldly bars. 

Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf. 

IF I know this, know all the world befides^ 

That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 

lean (hake off at pleafure. 

Cafca. So can I : 

So evefy bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Caf, And why fliould Caefar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he fees, the Romans are but (beep : 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire. 
Begin it with weak ftraws : What tralh is Rome^ 
What rubbifti, and what offal, when it ferves 
For the bafe matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cae^ ? But, O, grief ! 
Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 
My anfwer mufl be made : But I am arm'd. 
And dangers arc to me indifferent* 

Cafca. Yoa fpeak to Cafca ; and to fuch a man^ 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand i 
Be fadious for redrefs of all tbefe griefs ; ' 
And I will fet this foot of mine as far. 
As who goes fartbeft. 

C<z/. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you> Cafca, I have mov'd already 
C 
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Some certain of the nobleft-rainded Romans, 

To undergo, with me, an enterprize 

Of honourable-dangerous confequence ; 

And I do know, by this, they ftay for me 

In Pompey's porch i For now, this fearful mghty 

There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets 5 

And the complexion of the element, 

Is favoured, like the work we have in hand, ] 

Moil bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Ca/ca» Stand dofe a while, for here comes ooe in 1 

Caf, 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait^ 
He is a friend.— Cinna, where hafte you fo ? 

Cin. To find out you : Who's that ? Metellus Cin 

Caf, No, it is Cafca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not ilaid for, Cinna ? 

Cin. I am glad on^t. What a fearful night is this 
There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights. 

Caf, Am I not ftaid for, Cinna ? Tell me. 

Cin, , Yes, 

You are. O, Cafiius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus tp our party^ 

Caf, Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paj 
And look you lay it in the praetor's chair. 
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw thia 
In at l^is window : &t this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' ftatue : all this done, 
Kepair to Pompey's porch, where you ihall find u<« 
Is Decius Brutus, and Tcebonius, there i 

Gn. All but Metellus Cimber ; and he*s gone 
To feek you at your houie. Well, I will hie. 
And fo beilc^w thefe pojpas as you bade sne. 
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Caf. That done, rcpsdr to Pompey's thcatfc. 

lExil CiNNA, 
Come, Cafca, you and 1 wilU yet, efe day> 
See Brutus at his houfe : three parts of hiih 
Is ours already ; and the man entire. 
Upon the next encounter, yields him 6ur«. 

Cafca, O, he iits high in all the people's hearts } 
And that which would appear ofTdice in us, 
Kis countenance, like richeft alchymy, 
VTill change to virtue, and 16 worthiness * 

Caf, Him, and his worth, and our great need of him. 
You have Hght well coticeited. Let us go, 
For it is aft%r midnight j and, ^re day, 
We will alftrake him, and be fure of him. lExetmi. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 



The fame, BrutU8*8 Orchards 

' E/rterBKVTVS, 

Bru, What, Lucius! ho!— 
I cannot, by the progprcfs of the ftar?. 
Give guefs'how near to day. — Lucius, I fay !— 
I would it were my fault to deep fo foundly.— 
When, Lucius, wheij > Awake, I lay : What Lucius! 

Enter Lucius. • 

Luc, Caird you, my lord ? 

Bru, Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucips : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc, I will, my lord. \^Exit. 

Bru, It muft be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no perfonal caufe to fpum at him. 
But for the general. He would be crown'd 
How that might change his nature, tlierc's the queftion. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder j 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — That 5— • 
And then, I grant, we put a lling in him. 
That at his will he may do danger^ith. 
The abufe of greatnefs is, when it disjoins 
Remorfe from power ; And, to fpeak truth of Caefar, 
I have not known when his affeflions fway'd 
More than his reafon. But 'tis a common proof. 
That lowlinefs is young ambition'*s ladder. 

Whereto 
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Vhcreto the climber- upward turns his face : 

tut when he once attains the upmoft round, 

lethcn unto the ladder turns his back, 

-ooks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees 

Jy which he did afcend : So Cacfar may j 

Then, left he may, prevent. And, lince the quarrel 

iVill bear no colour for the thing he is, 

''aftiion it thus j that what he is, augmented, 

^ould run to thefe, and thcfe extremities : 

Vnd therefore think him as a ferpent's egg, 

Vhich, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous ; 

bid kill him in the fhell. 

Re- enter Lucius. 
Luc. The taper burneth in your clofet, fir. 
arching the window for a flint, I found 
his paper, thus feaPd upj and, I am fure, 

did not lie there, when I went to bed. 
£ru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 

not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 
Luc, I know not, fir. 

£ru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, fir. [Exit. 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
ive fo much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter , and reads, 
^ius, thou Jleeffi ; anvake, and fee thyfelf. 
mil Rome, &c. Speak, Jlrike, redrefs ! 
"utus, thou fleep^ft ; aixjake, — 
ich iniligations have been often droppM 
^here I have took them up. 
Sail Rome, &c. Thus muft I piece it out ; 
lall Rome ftand under one man's awe ? What ! Rome ? ' 
fy anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome 
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The Tarquin. drive, wl^ he yf^s,Q?i\l%2L,ldn^ 

Speak^ flrike, redrefs J -^Am.^ X entreated tbpn 

To fpeak, and ftrike ? O Rome! I make thee promiie> 

If the rcdrefs will, follow, thoareceivcft 

Thy full petition at the hanfl of Bfutus ! 

Re-enter. Lucixja. 

Luc, Sir, March is wafted fourteen days. \Kndck witbin, 
Bru, *Tis good. Go to the gatp j ibmebody knocks. 

[Exit I.VCIUS. 

Since CaiHus firft did whet me agalnfl Csefari 

I have not flept. 

Between tl\B a6ling of a dreadful thing 
And the firft motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream : 
The genius, and the mortal inftruments. 
Are then in council ; and the (late of man. 
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then 
The nature of an infurreftion. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, His your brother CafHus at the door, 
Who doth deiire to fee you. 

Bru, Is he alone ? 

Lu£, N0| fif; there are more with him. 

Bru. Do you .know thtm^ 

Luc, No, fir ; their hats are pluck'd a^out thefi[ earS} 
And half their faces buried in their cloaks. 
That by no mea^s I.may difcoye^ them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru, Let them: enter* Lypitis* 

They are the fa6lion. O confpi^racy ! 
^ham'il thou to ihow.ti\y dang^iro^s.broir by xiight. 

When 
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When evils arc ittoft free ? O, then, by day. 

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 

To ma(k thy monftrous vifage ? Seek none, confpiracy j 

Hide it in fmiles,. and affability : 

For if thou path, thy native fentbknce on. 

Not ErebuB irfelf were dim enough 

To hide thee from prevention. 

^nier Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus 
CiMBER, and Trebonius. 

Caf, I think, we are too bold upon your reft : 
Good morrow, Brutus 5 do we trouble you ? 

Bru, I have been up this hour ; awake, all night. 
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? 

Caf, Yes, every man of them \ and no man here. 
But honours you : and every one doth wifti, 
You had but that opinion of yourfelf. 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Caf. This Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Caf, This, Cafca; this, Cinna } 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcontie)i 

What watchful cares do interpofe themfclyes 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Caf Shall I entreat a word ? fT^^ 'whiffkr. 

Dec. Here lies the eaft : Doth not the day-break hcref 

Cafca, No. 

Cin. O, pardon, fir, it deyth $ and yon gr^ line«^ 
That fret the clouds, are med^ngcrs of day. 

Cafca, You fhall confefi, tliat you are both deceiv'd. 
Herei as I point my f#or4i the fun arifes 2 

C 4 Which 
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Which Is a great way growing on the fouth» 
Weighing tlie youthful feafon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north 
He firft prefents his fire j and the high eaft 
Stands, as the Capitol, dire6lly here. 

Bru, Give me your hands all over, one by one* 

Caf, And let us fwear our refolution. 

Bru, No, not an oath : If not the face of men. 
The fufFerance of our fouls, the time's abufe,— 
If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes. 
And every man hence to his idle bed $ 
So let high-fighted tyranny range on. 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if theffe. 
As I am fure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour 
The melting fpirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any fpur, but our own caufe. 
To prick us to redrefs ? what other bond. 
Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word. 
And will not palter ? and what other oath, 
Than honefty to honefty engaged. 
That this ihall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelout. 
Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls 
That welcome wrongs ; unto bad caufes fwear 
Such creatures as men doubt : hut do not ftain 
The even virtue of our enterprize, 
]^Jor the infupprefiive mettle of our fpirits. 
To think, that, or our caufe, or our performance, 
Pid need an oath j when every drop of blood. 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Js guilty of a feveral baftardy. 
If he do break the fmalleft particle 
Of any promiie (hat )iatb pafs'd fron^ him. 



Act II. 



JULIUS CJB8AR. 



25 



Caf. But what of Cicero ? Shall we found him \ 
I think, he will ftand very ibrong with us. 

Cafca, Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met. O, let us have him ; for his (ilver hairs 
Will purchafe us a good opinion. 
And buy men^s voices to commend our deeds t 
It fhall be faid, his judgment rul'd our hands } 
Oar youths, and wildnefs, (hall no whit appear. 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru. O, name him not ; let us not break with him \ 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin, 

Caf. Then leave him out. 

Cafca, Indeed; he is not fit, 

Dec. Shall no man eh'e be touched, but only Caefar ? 

Caf, Decius, well urgM : — I think, it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, fo well belov'd of Caifar, 
Should outlive Caefar : We lhall find of him 
A ftirewd contriver : and you know, his means. 
If he improve them, may well ilretch fo far. 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony, and Caefar, fall together. 

Bru. Our courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caillus, 
To cut the head oiF, and then hack the limbs 5 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Caefar. 
Let us be faerificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all ftand up againft the fpirit of Caefar \ 
And in the fpirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caefar 's fpirit. 
And not difmember Caefar! But, alas, 
Ciefar muft bleed for it ! And, gentle friends. 
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Let's kin inm beldly, but not wratbfiilly $ 
Let's carve bim> ae ar diih fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carca(« fit for hounds y 
And let emf heaits^ as fubtle mailers do, 
Stir up thetp rervants< to-an ads of rag«>- 
And after feem to chide them. This (faali make 
Our purpoie necefihry, and not envious : 
Which fo appearing to the common eyes. 
We (hall be call'd purgers, not murderers^ 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him j 
For he- can do* no more than Cssfar's arm, 
When Caelar's head is offl 

Caf. Yet I do fear him s 

For in the ingraf^d love he bears to Cajfar, — 

Bru, Alas, good Caflius, do not think of him : 
If he love Ca&far, all that he can do 
Is tO'himfelf ; take thought, and die for Cseiar : 
And that were m^ich he fliould j for he is given 
To fpoits, to wildncfs, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him j let him not die j 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. iClock flrikes, 

Bru, Peace, count the clock. 

Caf, The clock hath ftficken three, 

Tir*; 'Tis time to part. 

Caf, But it is doubtful yet, 

Whe'r Caefar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is fuperftitious- grown of late 5 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 
It may be, thefe apparent-prodigies, 
The unaccuftoffi'd terror oS this night, 
And the perfuafion of his augurers^ 
May hold htm from the' Capitol to-day. 

Dec. 



Dec. Never fear that : If he be fo refolv'd, 
I can o^erfway him : foe hfi t<»> hear. 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees. 
And bears, wjt^ gl4Sl8». elephants with holes, 
Ljum mtl>.t<Hh» aiHt i9en wifiht fla^tereifft.s 
But, when I tel^ l^ii^, h^t^ fl;M:4iei»rs«, . 
He fays, h«^dj»pflLj beiog q^oft fla»!Qre4p 
I^etm^wrfes 

For I can give his humour the true bent 5 

And I will: bring- hin^i to the Capitol. 
Caf, Nay, we will; all. of qs.be th«re to fetob hil»« 
Bru. By the eighth hour, : Isfth^ th» utteiyaolt^ 
Cin, Be tlu^t the uttermpiV, and^ fail, not thQn» 
Met. Caius Ligarius. doth bear CsoCar hard^ 

Who r^Lted'him for fpeaking.well of} Pompeii i; 

I wonder, none of you have thought of him*, 
Bru, N6w, good Metellus, go alpng by/ him,! 

He loves me well, and I haye given, him reafons<$ 

Send him but hither, and I'll fkihion him* 
Caf, The morning come« upon: us; We-l| leave youi 
Brutus : — 

And, friends, difper/e ypurfclves : but'.ajll rememboT' 
What you. have iaid, and. (how yourfelves true HDmani* 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look.frefh and.merrilyj; 
Let not our looks puton our purpofes^ 
But bear it as our Roman adors do, 
With untir-d:fpirits, and formal conftancy.s. 
And fo, goodrmonow to you every ojie. 

Boy! Luciivsl — Faft.afleep? It.is.no n^^ter:;. 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of:flUimA)!er.: 
Thou h«(^'i>o figures, nor no fantafie^, 
Which bufy care drav^,in.t!ie br;Mns>of:na«fti8 . 
Therefore th^u 4^ep2f^ f9 fQMA4«. 

I Enter 
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Etfter Portia. 

For. Bnitns, my lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? WhcirefbrerifcyouBOw? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw>cold morning. 

For. Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Bru- 
tus, 

Stole from my bed : And yeftcrnight, at fupper. 
You fuddenly arofe, and walked about, 
MuHng, and fighing, with your arms acrofs t 
And when I afk'd you what the matter was. 
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks : 
I urg'd you further, then you fcratch'd your headg 
And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot : 
Yet I infifted, yet you anfwer'd not ; 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand. 
Gave fign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience. 
Which feenrd too much enkindled; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an efFe6t of humour, 
Which fometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep : 
And, could it work fo much upon your (hape. 
As it hath much prevaird on your condition, 
I (hould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

For, Brutus is wife, and were he not in health. 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, fo I do Good Portia, go to bed. 

For. Is Brutus fick ? and is it phyfical 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours 
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Of the dank morning } What, is Brutus fick ; 
And will he fteal out of his wholefome bed. 
To dare the vile contagion of the night > 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his (icknefs ? No, my Brutus $ 
Vou have fome fick offence within your mind, 
'\Vhich, by the right and virtue of my place^i 
1 ought to know of : And, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty^ 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one. 
That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half. 
Why you are heavy 5 and what men to-night 
Have had refort to you : for here have been 
Some iix or feven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darknefs. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

For. I ihould not need, if you were gentle Brutus* 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no fecrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourfelf. 
But, as it were, in fort, or limitation $ 
To keejp with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you fometimes ? Dwell I but in the fuburbt 
Of your good pleafure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus* harlot, not his wife. 

Bru, You are my true and honourable wife \ 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my iad heart. 

For. If this were true, then (hould I. know this fecret. 
I grant, I am a woman \ 6ut, witha), 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant, I am a woman ; hut, withal, 
A woman well-reputed j CdLto's daughter. 

Think 
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Think you, I aiki n6 <ftronger fay 

Being fo fathered, anxl fo hitiba»ddd ? 

Tell me your coutjfels, I ^11 twt diftiofk thCift f 

I have made ftrong :proof of f*y ct^nftancy^ 

Giving ttiyfelf a Tolotttary wound 

Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with I>atietiee, 

And not my hufbond's fecrets ? 

Bru, O ft |«^sj 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! [Knocking tuithht* 
Hark, hark ! one knocks t I^oitia, gb in a while $ 
And by and by thy bofeiti fliall partake 
The fecrets of my hiedrt. 
All my engagements I will tonftrue to the^i 
All the chara£tery of my fad bfows t-^ 
Leave me with hafte. [Exii. pDkTiA. 

Enter Ltrcivs WLiCarius* 

Lucius, who's that, knocks? 

Luc. Here is a Tick man, that would fptak with yoll* 

Bru, Caius Ligarius, that Metellus fpake of.— ^ 
Boy, (land afide. — Caius Ligarius ! how ? 

Lig, Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru» O, what a time liave you chofe out^ brave Caiuf, 
To wear a kerchief ? 'Would yo&^ere jiot fick I 

Lig, I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru, Such an exploit have I in hand^ Li^ariusiy 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow beforey 
I here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome t 
Brave fon, derived from honourable lohis ! 
Thou, like an exorcift, haft conjured up 
My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run^ 

And 
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And I will ftrive with things impofliblci 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ? 

Bru» A piece of work that will make iick men whole. 

Ug, But arc not fome whole, that we muA make fiok ? 

Bru. That muft we alfo. What it is, my Caius, 
I (hall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it mud be done. 

Lig. ' Set on your foot ] 

And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth. 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru, Follow me then. lExaad^ 



SCENE II. 
The fam. A Room in Caelar's Palace. 

Sunder and lightning . Enter CisSAR, in Ins Night -govm 

Caf, Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace to- 
night : 

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her deep cried out. 
Help f ho! They murder Cafat. Who's within? 

Enter a Servant; 
Sern). My lord ? 

C^if, Oo bid the priefts do prefent facrificei 
And bring me their jopinions of fucceft. 
Ser-v. I will, my lord. \ExH* 



Enter 
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Enter Calfhurnia. 

CaL What mean yon, Caefar? Think you to walk 
forth > 

You (hall not ftir out of your houfe to-day. 

O/. Caeiar fhall forth : The things that threatened me. 
Ne'er look'd bfut on my back j when they (hall fee 
The face of Cjefar, they are vaniflied. 

CaL Caefar, I never ftood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within^ 
JBefides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Becounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch. 
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets j 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and fquadrons, and right form of war, 
"Which driizicd blood upon the Capitol : 
The noife of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan; 
And ghofts did (hriek, and fqueal about the ftreets* 
O Caefar ! thefe things are beyond all ufe. 
And I do fear them. 

Caf, What can be avoided, 

Whofe end is purposed by the mighty gods ? 
Yet Caefar fliall go forth : for ihefe predictions " 
Are to the world in general, as to Caclar. 

CaL When beggars die, there are no comets feen ; 
The heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of princes. 

Caf, Cowards die many times before their deaths j 
The valiant never tafte of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard. 
It feems to me moft ftrange that men ihould fear ; 

Seeing 
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Seeing that death, a neceflaiy end. 
Will come, when it will coflie. 

Re-eHter a Servant. 

What iay the augureri ? 
Ser<u» They would not have you to ftir foith to-day. 
I^lucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beaft. 

Caf, The gods do this in (hame of cowardice : 
Csefar (hould be a beaft without a heart. 
If he (hould ftay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Caefar fhall not : Danger knows full well. 
That Cxiar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions littered in one day. 
And I the elder and more terrible j 
And Caeiar (hall go forth. 

Cal. Alas, my lord. 

Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence , 
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear. 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own. 
We'll fend Mark Antony to the fenate-houfe ; 
I And he (hall fay, you are not well to-day : 
I Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cff, Mark Antony (hall fay, I am not well j 
And, for thy humour, I will (lay at home. 

£«/tfr Decius, 

Here's Decius Brutus, he (hall tell them fo. 

Dec, Cae(ar, all hail \ Good morrow, worthy Ca&(ar 5 
I come to fetch you to the fcnate-h'^nfe. 

Caf, And you are come in very happy tLne, 
To bear my greeting to the fenators, 

I> And 
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And tell them, that I v9j1\ not come to-day : 
Cannot, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer ; 
I will not come to-day : tell them {o, Decius. 
Cal. Say, he is (ick. 

Cf/ Shall Caefar fend a lie ? 

Have I in conqueii ftretch'd mine arm fo far. 
To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ? 
Decias, go tell them, Caefar will not come. 

Dec, Moft mighty Caelkr, let me know fbme caufe. 
Left I be laughM at, when I tell them fo. 

Gr/*. The caufe is in my will, I will not come ; 
That is enough to fatisfy the fenate. 
But, for your private fatisfaftion, 
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.' 
Calphumia here, my wife, ftays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night (he faw my ftatua. 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts. 
Did run pure blood ; and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
And thefe does (he apply for warnings, portents. 
And evils imminent $ and on her knee 
Hath begg'd that I will ftay at home to-day. 

Dec, This dream is all amifs interpreted ; 
It was a viiion, fair and fortunate : 
Your ftatue fpouting blood in many pipes. 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bathM, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome fhall fuck 
Reviving blood $ and that great men ihall prefs 
For tin^ures, ftains, relicks, and cognizance. 
. This by Calphurnia's dream is fignify'd. 

Caf, And this way have you well expounded it. 

Dec, I have, when you have heard what I can fay : 
And know it now j The fenate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caefar. 
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ihall fend them word, you will not come, 

minds may change. Befides it were a mock 

> be rendered, for fome one to fay, 

up the fenate till another time, 

^afar*s uui/e /ball meet ivith better dreams, 

(ar hide himfelf, (hall they not whifper, 

tfar is afraid ? 

n me, Csefar ; for my dear, dear love 
ur proceeding bids me tell you this j 
eafon to my love is liable. 

How foolifh do your fears feem now, Calphurnia j 
ifhamed I did yield to them, — 
ne my robe, for I will go : — 

PuBHus, Brutus, Lxgarius, Metellus, 
Casca, Trebonius, and Cinna. 

ook where Publius is come to fetch me. 

. Good morrow, Caefar. 

\ Welcome, Publius. — 

, Brutus, are you ftirr'd fo early too ? — 

-morrow, Cafca. — Caius Ligarius, 

was ne'er fo much your enemy, 

at fame ague which hath made you lean. — 

is't o'clock ? 

Caefar, 'tis ftrucken eight. 
I thank you for your pains and courtely. 

Enter Antony. 

Antony, that revels long o'nights, 
iwithftanding up :— 
morrow, Antony. 

So to moft noble Caefar. 
D % Cr/; 
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Cff. Bid them prqiare within s 
I am to blame to be thus waited for.— 
Now, Cinna:— Now, M etellus What, Titboniusl 
I have an hou»*s talk in ftore for you ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day s 
Be near me, that I may remember you* 

Treb. Caefiir, I will:— and fo near will I be, 
That your beft friends (hall wiih I had been further. 

Caf, Good friends, go in, and tafte ibme wine with 
me} 

And we, like friends, will ftraightway go together. 

Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Csefar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon I {^Exiunt^ 

SCENE III. 
*the fame. A ftrett near the Cafitd. 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a fafer. 

Art. Caefar, benuare ^Brutus; take heed ^ Caflius} 
cme not near Cafca \ have an eye to Cinna } trufi not 
Trebonius ; mark iveli Metellus Cimber $ Decius Brutus 
ioves thee not j thou baft urong^d Caius Ligarius. There is 
but one mind in all thefe men, and it is bent againft Csr 
far. If thou be" ft not immortal^ look about you: Security 
gives nvay to conspiracy. The mighty gods defend thee I Thy 
lover t Artemidorus. 
Here will I ftand, till Caefar pafs along, 
And as a fuitor will I give him this. 
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 
If thou read this, O Casfar, thou may'ft live ; 
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. \Exit^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Tbe fame. Another part of the fame ftreetf before the houfe 
of Brutus* 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

For. I pr^ythee, boy, run to the fenate-houie 5 
Stay not to anfwer mc, but get thee gone : 
Why doft thou ftay } 

Luc, To know my errand, madam. 

For, I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ihould'ft do there.— 

conftancy, be ftrong upon my fide ! 

Siet a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counfel !— 
Art thou here yet ? 

Luc, Madam, what ihould I do f 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe f 
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe f 

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well. 
For he went iickly forth : And take good note. 
What Caefar doth, what fuitors prefs to him. 
Hark, boy ! what hoife is (ha^ ? 

Lac. I hear npne> madam. 

For. Pr'ythee, liftp n well ; 

I heard a buiUing rumour, like a- fray. 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol, 

Luc. Soothi madam> I hear nothing, 
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Enter Soothfaycr. 

For. Come, hither, felloifv : 

Which way haft thou been ? 
Sooth. At mine own houfe, good lady. 

For. What is't o'clock ? 

Sootb, About tht ninth hour, lady. 

For, Is Cacfar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sootb, Madam, not yet j I go to take my ftand. 
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol. 

For. Thou haft fome fuit to Caefar, haft thou not > 

Sooth, That I have, lady : if it will pleafe Caefar 
To be fo good to Caefar, as to hear n>e, 
I fhall befeech him to befriend himfjtlf. 

For, Why, know'ft thou any harm's intended towards 
him ? 

Sooth, None, that I know, will be, much that 1 fear 
may chance. 

Good morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow : 

The throng that follows Caefar at the heels. 

Of fenators, of praetors, common fuitors. 

Will crowd a feeble man almoft to death : 

I'll get me to a place more void, and there 

Speak to great Cacfar as he comes along. [Exit, 

For. I muft go in. — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is 1 O Brutus ! 
The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a fuit, 
That Caefar will not grant. — O, I grow faint 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lordj 
Say, I am merry : come to me again. 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



The fame. Uje Capitol ^ the Senate fitting. 

rowd of people in the ftreet leading to the Capitol i 
Ttong them Artemidorus, and the Soothfayer. 
^ourift). Enter Cjesar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, 
EciuSy Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Anto- 
y, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius^ and Others. 

±f. The ides of March are come. 

wtb. Ay, Caefar ; but not gone. 

rt. Hail, Csefar ! Read this fchedde. 

ec. Trebonius doth deiire you to o'er-rcad, 

yoxxT beft leifure, this his humble fuit. 

rt, O, CsB^, read mine firft j for miners a fuit 

It touches Caefar nearer : Read it, great Caeiar. 

rf What touches us ourfelf, fhall be laft ferv'd. 

rt. Delay not, Caefar ; read it inftantly. 

lef. What, is the fellow mad ? 

ub. Sirrah, give place. 

af. What urge you your petitions in the ftreet ? 

le to the Capitol. 

CiESAR enters the Capitol^ the reft following. 



op, I wifti your enterprize to-day may thrive. 
af. What enterprize, Popilius ? 



All the Senators rife. 



op. Fare you well. 

ru. What faid Popilius Lena ? 

D4 
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Caf, He wifh*dy to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear, our purpofe is difcovered. 

Brtf . Look, how he makes to Caefar : Mark him. 

Caf. Cafca, be fudden, for we fear prevention.— 
Brutus^ what ihall be done } If this be known, 
Cailius or Csfar never fliall turn back« 
For I will flay myfelf. 

Bru. . CaiTi^Sy be conftant : 

popilius Lena fpeaks not of our purpofes | 
for, look, he fmiles, and Cseiar doth not change. 

Caf, Trebonius knows his time ; for, look youj 9ra- 
tus. 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and Trebonivs. C^sai^ ^ 
the Senators take their feats, 
Dec^ Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go» 

And prefently prefer his fuit to Cxiar. 
Bru, He is addrefsM : prefs near, and Second him« 
Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rears your hand^ 
Caf, Are we all ready ? what is now ami(s» 

That Caefar, and his fenate, muft redrefs ? 
Met, Moft high, moft mighty, and moft puiflant CsDiar, 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy feat 

An humble heart : — {Kneeling, 
Caf I muft prevent thee, Cimber. 

Thefe couchings, and thefe lowly courtefies. 

Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 

And turn pre-ordinance, and firft decree. 

Into the law of children. Be not fond. 

To think that Caefar bears fuch rebel blood. 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools; I mean, fweet words. 

Low- crooked curt' lies, and bafc ipaniel fawning. 

Thy brother by decree is banifhed | 
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If thou doft bend, and pray, and fown, for him, 
I fporn thee like a cur out of my ivay. 
Know, Caefar doth not wrong j nor without caufe 
WUl he be iatisfied. 

Met, Is there no voice more worthy than my own. 
To ^und more fweetly in great Cae(kr*s ear, 
For the repealing of my banilh'd brother ? 

Btu, I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Caefar | 
DeiiHng thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Caf. What, Brutus! 

Caf. Pardon, Caefar ; Caefar, pardon i 

As low as to thy foot doth Caflius fall. 
To beg enfranchifement for Publius Cimber. 

Caf. I could be well mov^d, if I were as you § 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am conitant as the northern ilar. 
Of whofe true-fix'd, and refling quality. 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The fkies are painted with unnumberM fparks. 
They are all fire, and every one doth fhine; 
But there^s but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world ; 'Tis furnifli'd well with men. 
And men are ilefh and blood, and apprehenfive } 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unaiTailable holds on his rank, 
Un(hakM of motion : and, that | am he. 
Let me a little ihow it, even in this ; 
That I was conftant Cirpber (hould be banlfh'd. 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 
O Caefar, — 

Caf, Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus? 

fiec. Great Caefar,— 

Gr/. 
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Caf. Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ? I 

Cafca, Speak, hands, forme. | 
[Casca ftabs Cmsak in the neck. Cjesar caubes | 
ioU of bis arm. He is then ftabh*d by feveral otber | 
conjj^raiors, and at laji by Marcus Brutus. 
Caf. Et tu, Brute F^Thtn fall, Caefar. 

[Dies, The fenators and people retire in confufion^ 
Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead !— 
Hun hence, proclaim, cry it about the ilreets. 

Caf, Some to the common pulpits, and cry out. 
Liberty, freedom, and enfrancbifement I 

Bru, People and fenators ! be not afirighted ; 
Fly not ; ftand ftill : — ambition's debt is p^d. 
Cafca, Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Cafllus too, 

Bru, Where's Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met, Stand faft together, left fome friend of Caefar*i 
Should chance — 

Bru, Talk not offtandingj — Publius, good cheer j 
There is no harm intended to your perfon. 
Nor to no Roman elfe : fo tell them, Publius. 

Caf, And leave us, Publius j left that the people, 
Rufhing on us, ftiould do your age fome mifchief, 

Bru, Do fo ; — and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 
Caf, Where's Antony ? 

Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz'd » 

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run. 
As it were doomfday. 

6 Bru. 
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Bru. Fates ! we will know your pleaftires 
That we fhall die, we know ; 'tis but the time. 
And drawing days out^ that men ihind upon. 

Caf. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life. 
Cuts off fo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So are we Caefar's friends, that have abridged 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, ftoop. 
And let us bathe our hands in Czfar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place | 
And, waving oui* red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry. Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Caf, Stoop then, and wafh . — How many ages hence, . 
Shall this our lofty fcene be a6led over. 
In ilates unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Bru, How many times fhall Caefar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompey's bafis lies along. 
No worthier than the duft ? 

Caf, So oft as that fhall be. 

So often fhall the knot of us be callM 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec, What, fhall we forth ? 

Caf, Ay, every man away : 

Brutus fhall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the moll boldeft and belt hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 

Bru, Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony's. 

Ser*v, Thus, JJrutus, did my mailer bid me kneel j 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down j 
And, being proftrate, thus he bade me fay, 
Brutus is noble, wile, valiant, and honefl ; 

Caefar 
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Capfar was mighty, bold, roya), and loving : 

2$ay, I love Brutus, and I honour hhn $ 

Say, I fear'd Caefar, honoured him, and lov^d him. 

If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony 

May fafely come to him, and be refolvM 

How Cae^ hath deferv'd to lie in death, 

Mark Antony (hall not love Caeiar dead 

3o well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod date. 

With all true faith. So fays my mafter Antony. 

Bru. Thy mafler is a wife and valiant Roman ^ 
I never thought him worfe. 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place. 
He ihall be fatisfied ; and, by my honour. 
Depart untouched. 

Serv. I'll fetch him prefently. [Exit Scrv. 

Bru. I know that we fhall have him well to friend. 

Caf, I wifti, we may: but yet I have a mind. 
That fears him much : and my mif^iving fiiU 
Falls flircwdly to the purpofe. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony.— Welcome, Mark An- 
tony. 

Jnt. O mighty Caefar ! Doft thou lie fo low? 
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils. 
Shrunk to this little meafure ? — Fare thee well.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 
Who clfe moll be let blood, who elfe is rank j 
If I myfelf, there is no hour fb fit 
As Csefar's death's hour j nor no inftrument 
Of half that worth, as thofe your fwords, made rich 

With 
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With the moft noble blood of all this world. 

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard. 

Now, whil(t your purpled hands do reek and fmoke. 

Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years, ^ 

I (hall not find myielf To apt to die : 

No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of death, 

As here by Caefar, and by you cut off. 

The choice and mafter fpirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel. 
As, by our hands, and this our prefent a6l, 
You fee we do \ yet fee you but oitr hands. 
And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done i 
Our hearts you fee not, they arc pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity,) 
Hath done this deed on Caefar, For your part. 
To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony : 
Our arms in ftrength of malice, and our hearts. 
Of brother's temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Caf. Your voice ihall be as ftrong as any man's. 
In the difpofmg of new dignities. 

Bru, Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, befide themfelves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the caufe. 
Why I, that did love Carfar when I ftruck him. 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. I lioubt not of your wifdom. 

Let ejich man render me his bloody hand : 
Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I (hake with- you 
Next, Caius Caflius, do I take your hand j — 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours, Metellusj 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Cafca, yours 

Though 
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Though laft, not leafl: in Xovt, yours, good Trebottitfs. 
Gentlemen all, — alas ! \^hat lhaU I fay ? 
My credit now ftands on fuch (lippery ground. 
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me. 
Either a coward, or a flatterer. — 
That I did love thee, Cxfar, O, 'tis true : 
If then thy fpirit look upon us now. 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death; 
To fee thy Antony making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Moft noble in the prefence of thy corfe ? 
Had I as many eyes as thou haft wounds. 
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood. 
It would become me better, than to clofe 
In terms of friendfhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius ! — Here waft thou bay'd, brave hart; 
Here didft thou fall ; and here thy hunters ftand. 
Signed in thy fpoil, and crimfon'd in thy lethe. 
O world ! thou waft the fore ft to this hart ; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. — 
How like a deer, ftricken by many princes, 
Doft thou here lie ? 
Caf, Mark Antony,— 

Jnt, Pardon me, Caius Cafllus : 

The enemies of Caefar fliall fay this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty. 

Caf, I blame you not for praifing Caefar fo ; 
But what compaft mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prickM in number of our friends 5 
Or ftiall we on, and not depend on you ? 

AftU Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Caefar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all 5 
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tJpon this hope, that you fliall give me reafons. 
Why, and wherein, Caefar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elfe were this a favage fpeftacle : 
Our reafons are fo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the fon of Caefar, 
You ihould be fatisfied. 

Ant, Thars all I feek: 

And am moreover fuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place 5 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend. 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You ihall, Mark Antony. 

Caf, Brutus, a word with you. — 

You know not what you do ; Do not confent, 
That Antony fpeak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. By your pardon 5— 

I will myfelf into the pulpit firft, 
And fliow the reafon of our Caefar's death i 
What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft 
He fpeaks by leave and by permiflion 5 
And that we are contented, Caefar fhall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Caf, I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Caefar's body* 
You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us. 
But fpeak all good you can devife of Caefar j 
And fay you do't by our permifTion ; 
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you fhall fpeak 
In the fame pulpit whereto I am going. 
After my fpeech is ended, 

Axtm 
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Jut. Beitfo} 
I do defire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us< 

[Exeunt all but AflTONYi 

Ant, O, pardon me> thou bleeding piece of earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with thefe batchers I 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man. 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that feed this coftly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophecy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips. 
To beg the Voice and utterance of my tongue 
A curfe fliall light upon the limbs of men j 
Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,. 
ShaU cumber all the parts of ItAy : 
Blood and dellru6^ion ihall be fo in ufe. 
And dreadful objefts fo familiar. 
That mothers (hall but fmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarterM with the liands of war j 
All pity chok'd with cuftom of fell deeds : 
And Caelar's fpirit, ranging for revenge. 
With Ate by his fide, come hot from hell, 
Shall in thefe confines, with a monarches voice. 
Cry Ha^vock, and let flip the dogs of war; 
That this foul deed (hall fmell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant. 

Yon ferve Oftavius Caefar, do you not ? 
Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 
Ant, Caefar did write for him, to oome to Rome. 
Serv, He did receive his letters, and is coming : 



JVtlXJt CjBSAX. 



And bid me fey to you by word of mouth,— 
OCaefar!— [SmngHnUiy. 

Ant, Thy heart is big ; get thee apart and weep. 
Paflion, I fee, is catching ; for mine eyes. 
Seeing thofe beads of forrow ftand in thine. 
Began to water. Is thy mafter coming ? 
Serv, He lies to-night within feven leagues of Rome. 
A«t, Poft back with fpeed, and tell him what hath 
chancM : ^ 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerotts Rome» 
No Rome of iaietjf for Odbvius yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet, ftay a wlule j 
rhou (halt not back, till I have borne this corft 
[nto the market-place : there ihall I try, 
[n my oration, how the people take 
The cruel ifliie of thefe bloody men ; 
A.ccording to the which, thou (halt di(cour(e 
To young Oftavius of the (late of things. 
Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Cjesar''s hcdjt. 

SCENE II. 
The fame. The Forum. 
Enter Brutus, and Cassius, and a throng of Citizens. 

at. We will be fatisfied ; let us be (atisfied. 

hru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends.— 
[^aflius, go you into the other ftreet, 
%nd part the numbers. — 
rhofe that will bear me fpeak, let them ftay here \ 
rhofe that will follow Caffiui, go with him } 
Ind publick reafons (hall be rendered 
>fCae(ar'i death. 

% 1 Of. 
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1 Cit. I wiU hear Bratut fpeak. 

% Cit. I mil hesur Caflius; and compare their reaibns, 
When fererally we hear them rendered. 

lExit Cassius, ivitb fme of the Citizens* B&VTVS 
goes into the nflrum. 

3 Cit. The nobie Brutus is afcended : Silence t 

Bru, Be patient till the laft. 
Romans, countrymen, and lorers 1 hear me for my caafc} 
and be filent, tly you may hear s beliere me for mine 
honour ; and have refpeft to mine honour, that you maj 
believe: cenfure me in yoor wifdom; and awake your 
fenfesy that you may the better judge. If there be any in 
this aflembly, any dear friend of Caeiar^Sy to him I iayi 
that Brutus' love to Cas&r was no lefs than his. If then 
that friend demand, why Brutus rofe s^ainft Caeiar, this 
is my anfwer, — Not that I loved Csfar lefs, but that I 
loved Rome more. Had yo\x rather Caefar were living, 
and die all (laves \ than that Cae&r were dead, to live all 
free men ? As Cseikr loved me, I weep for him } ts he was 
fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour 
him : but, as he was ambitious, I (lew him : There is 
tears, for his love j joy, for his fortune { honour, for his 
valours and death, for his ambition. Who is here fo 
bafe, that would be a bondman ? If any, fpeak ; for him 
have I offended. Who is here fo rude, that would not 
be a Roman ? If any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. 
Who is here fo vile, that will not love his country } If 
any, fpeak j for him have I offended. I paufe for a 
reply. 

Cit, None, Brutus, none. [fiveral JpialdMg at ona, 
Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Caefar, than you fhould do to Brutus. Tht 
^ueflion of his death is enrolled in the Capitol t his glory 

not 
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tiot extenuated, wherein he tvaai worthy > nor his ofiences 
enforced, for which he fuffer'd death. 

£nt^ Antony, ifndOtheri, mntb Ccfer's body. 

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony t who, 
though he had no hand in his death, ihall rieceiVe the be- 
lefit of his dying, a place in the commonwealth; As 
which of you lhall not ? With this I depart j That as I 
lew my beft lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame 
iagger for myfelf, when it fhall pleafe my country to 
leed my death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

s Cit. Bring him With triumph home unto his houfe. 

2 Cit, Give him a ftatue with his anceftors. 

3 Cit, Let him be Cxlar. 

4 Cit, Cscfar^s better parts 
lhall now be crown'd in Brutus. 

1 Cit. Weil bring him to his houfe with ihouts and 

clamours. 
Bru. My countrymen,— 

a Cit. Peace % filence i Brutus fpeak». 

1 Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone^ 
Ind, for my fake, itay here with Antony : 
>o grace to Caefar^s corpfe, and grace his fpeech 
Pending to Cseiar's glories \ which Mark Antony^ 
\y our permiilion is allow'd to make, 
do entreat you, not a man depart, 
ave I alone, till Antony have fpoke. [Exit. 

1 Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

3 Cit. Let him go up into the publick chair \ 
Ve*ll hear him : — Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Bmtus^ ^ke^ I am behoklen to you. 

Eft 4 CS/. 
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4 at. What does be iky of Bnitot ? 

3 Cit, He iayfl» for Bnitos^ (kkc^ 
He finds himfelf beholden to us all. 

4 Cii. 'Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
I Cit. This Cacfar was a tyrant. 

3 Cit, Nay, that's certain s 

We are blefs'd, th?.t Rome is rid of him. 
% Cit. Peace i let us hear what Antony can iky. 
Jut. You gentle Romans, — 

Cit, Peace, ho! let us hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears } 
I come to bury Caefar, not to praife him. 
The evil, that men do, lives after them | 
The good is oft interred with their bones i 
So let it be with Caefar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caeiar was ambitious s 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault $ 
And grievoufly hath Caviar anfwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rt&, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 
So are they all, all honourable men ;) 
Come I to fpeak in Caefar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and juft to me : 
But Brutus fays, he was ambitious $ 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill : 
Did this in Caefar feem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cried, Csefar hath wept : 
Ambition fhould be made of fiemer ftulF : 
Vet Brutus fays, he was ambitious { 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal, 
I thrice prefented him a kingly prown. 

Which 
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Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition ? 

Yet Brutus iays» he was ambitious ; 

And, fure, he is an honourable man. 

I fpeak not to difjirove what Brutus Qioke, 

But here I am to fpeak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without caufe $ 

What caufe withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

judgement, thou art fled to brutiih beads, 
And men have loft their reafon ! — ^Bcar with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Csefar, 
And I muft paufe till it come back to me. 

1 Cit. Methinks, there is much reafon in his (ayings. 
a Cit. If thou coniider rightly of the matter, 
Csfar has had great wrong. 

3 Cit. Has he, mailers ? 

1 fear, there will a worfe come in his place. 

4 Cit, Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take the 

crown 5 

Therefore, ^tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
I Cit. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 
a Cit. Poor foul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3 Cit. There's not a nobler nwn in Rome, than Antony. 

4 Cit. Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak. 
Ant. But yefterday the word of Caefar might 

Have ftood againft the world : now lies he there. 
And none fo poor to do him reverence. 

mafters ! if I were difpos'd to ftir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 ihould do Brutus wrong, and Caflius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choofe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf, and you. 
Than I will wrong fuch honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the feal of Caefar, 

£ S I found 
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I found it in his clofet, 'tis his will : 
Let but the commons hear this teftament» 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kifs dead CaB(ar*s wounds. 
And dip their napkins in his iacred blood j 
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory. 
And, dying, mention it within their wills* 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy. 
Unto their iffue. 

4 Cit, We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 

Cit. The will, the will 5 we will hear Cae&r's will. 

Jnt, Have patience, gentle friends, I rouft not read it j 
It is not meet you know how Cafar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men 5 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caefar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
'Xis good you know not that you are his heirs | 
for if you (hould, O, what would come of it! 

4 Cit. Read the will j we will hear it, Antony j ' 
Y ou (hall read us the will j Caefar's will. 

Will you be patient ? will you ftay a while ? 
I have o'er-(hot myfelf, to tell you of it. 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 
Whofe daggers have ftabb'd Caefar : I do fear it. 

4 Cit, They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cit. The will ! the teftament ! 

2 Cit. They were villains, murderers : The will ! read 

the will ! 

j^nt. You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ripg about the corpfe of Caeiar, 
And let me ftiow you him that made the will. 
Shall I defcend ? And will you give me leave ? 

Cit. Come dowi^. 

z Cit. Defcend. [He comes down from the pulpit. 

3 Cit. 
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3 Cft. You Audi have leave. 

4 CrV. A ring \ ftand round. 

1 Ci/. Stand from the hearfe, ftapd from the body. 

2 Cit. Room for Antony \ — ^moft noble Antony. 
Ant, Nay, prefs not fo upon me ; ftand far off. 
Cit. Stand back! room ! bear back I 

Ant, If you have tears, prepare to (hed them now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The firft time ever Caefar put it on j 
*Twas on a fummer^s evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! in this place, ran CaiHus' dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Cafca made : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb^d \ 
And, as he pluck'd his curied fteel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caeiar followed it % 
As ru(hing out of doors, to be refolv'd 
If Brutus fo.unkindly knocked, or no ; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caefar's angel : 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caefar lovM him i 
This was the moft unkindeft cut of all : . 
For when the noble Caefar iaw him ftab. 
Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitor^s arms. 
Quite vanquilh^d him : then burft his mighty heart { 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
^ven at the bafe of Pompey's ftatua, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caefar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen I 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilft bloody treafon flouriih'd over us. 
O, now you weep 5 and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity : thefe are gracious drops^ 
Kind fouls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
E 4 
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Our Caefar^s vefture wounded ? Look yon htttf 
Here is himfelf, nuuT*d> as you, ke, with traitors. 

I Cit. O piteous fpedaclc! 

% Cit. O noble Caeiar I 

3 Cit. O wo&l day ! 

4 Cit. O traitors, fiUains * 
1 Cit. Oinoft bloody figbt! 

% Cit. We will be reveng'ds rtvcngt; about^fisek,^ 
burn, — ^fire,— kill, — flay ! — let not a tnutor live. 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

I Cit. Peace there Hear the noUe Antony. 

» Cit. WeUl hear him, we'll foUow him, well die with 
him. 

Ant. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir you up 
1^0 fuch a fudden flood of mutiny. 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable | 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not. 
That made them do it ; they are wife, and honourable^ 
And will, no doubt, with reafbns anfwer you. 
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts j 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me publick leave to fpeak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Aftion, nor utterance, nor the power of fpeech> 
To ftir men's blood : I only fpeak right on 5 
I tell you that, which you yourfelves do know \ 
Show you fweet Cxfar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths^ 
And bid them fpeak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Cae£ir, that fliould move 
The ftoues of Rome to rife and mutiny^ 

Cit. 



at. We'll mutiny. 

1 Cit. We'll bum the bonfe of Brutus. 

3 Cit. Away, then, come, feek the confpjrators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen $ yet hear me fpeak. 

Cit. Peace, ho I Hear Antony, moft noble Antony. 

Ant. Why friends, you go to do you know not what i 
Wherein hath Ca?far thus deferv'd your loves t 
Alas, you know not : — I muft tell you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. . 

Cit, Moft true the will 1 t's ftay, and hear the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Csefar's feal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 
To every feveral man, feventy five drachmas. 

a Cit, Moft noble Caelar ! — We ll revenge hh death. 

3 Cit. O royal CaefarT 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new planted orchards. 
On this iide Tiber } he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever j common pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourfclves. 
Here was a Caefar : When comes fuch another ? 

1 Cit. Never, never : — Come, away, away : 
We'll bum his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire the traitors' houfes. 
Take up the body. 

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire. 

3 Cit. Pluck down benches. 

4. Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Fxeunt Citizens, nvith the bod}\ 
Ant. Now let it work : Mifchief, thou art afoot. 
Take thou what courfc thou wilt ! — How now, fellow ? 
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£v//r a Servant. 

SerHj. Sir, 06tavius is already come to Rome. 
Ant. Where is he ? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at CaBfar''s houfe. 

Ant. And thither will I ftraight to viiit him : 
He comes upon a wilh. Fortune is merry. 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Sim). I heard him &y, Brutus and Caflius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, thi)r had fome notice of the people^ 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Ofbvius. {Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 
T^e fame. A Street. 

Enter Cinna the Poet. 

Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feaft with Caefar^ 
And things unluckily charge my fantafy : 
I have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Ycjt fomething leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

I Cit. What is your name ? 
a Cit. Whither are you going ? 

3 Cit. Where do you dwell ? 

4 Cit. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 
a Cit, Anfwer every man dircftly. 

1 Cit. ^ Ay 9 and briefly. 
4 Cit. Ay, and wifely. 
3 Cit. Ay, and truly, you were bell. 

Cin. 
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C«r. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? Where 
do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a bachelor ? Then 
to anfwer every man direftly, and briefly, wifely, and 
truly. Wifely I fay, I am a bachelor. 

a CiV. That's as much as to fay, they are fools that 
marry ; — ^You'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. Pro- 
ceed ; direftly. 

Cin. Diredlly, I am going to Cxfar's funeral. 

J Cit, As a friend, or an enemy ? 

Cf». As a friend. 

2.GV. That matter is anfwer'd direflly. 
4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Cit, Your name, fir, truly. 
Cin, Truly, my name is Cmna. 

1 Cit, Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator. 
Cin, I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 Cit. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him for his bad 
verfes. 

Cin, I am not Cinna the confpirator. 

4 Cit, It is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck but 
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

^ Cit, Tear him, tear him. Come, 4>rands, ho ! fire- 
brands. To Brutus', to Caflius' ; burn all. Some to 
Decius' houfe, and fome to Cafca's \ fome to Ligarius* x 
away J go. ^Exeunt; 
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AvTOVTy OcTATivSy mmJ h^r ID vi, JimteJ Mt MiM. 

Am. Tbdc many then fliaU die ; thar names are prid^ 
Oa. Yonr brocbertoomsftdie; Conlcntym, Lcpidos? 
Lep. I do conicnt. 

Oa, Piick him down, Antony. 

Lef, Upon condition Publiiu ihall not live, 
Who is your fifter^s ion, Mark Antony. 

Ami. He (ball not live \ look, witb a fpot I damn bim. 
Bvt, Lepidusy go you to Caefar's bouie ; 
Jctcb tbe will bitber, and we will determine 
How to cut off feme cbarge in legacies. 

Up. Wbat, fliall I find you bere ? 

Oa. Or bere, or St 

Tbe Capitol. \Exit Lepidus. 

Attt. Tbis is a fligbt unmeritable man, 
^leet to be fent on errands : Is it fit. 
The three- fold world divided, be (hould ftand 
One of tbe three to ihare it ? 

Oa. So you tliougbt bim ? 

And took his voice who fhould be prick'd to die, 
Jn our black fentence and profcription. 

Ant, OfVavius, I have feen more days than you i 
And though we lay thcfc honours on this man. 
To eafe om relvcs of divers flanderous loads. 
He fliall but bear them as the afs bears gold. 
To groan and fweat under the bufmefs, 

Either 
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Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And having brought our treafure where wc will. 
Then take we down his load, and turn him oJF, 
Like to the empty afs, to fhake his ears. 
And graze in commons. 

Od. • You may do your will } 

But he^s a tried and valiant fuldier. 

Ant, So is my horfe, O^tavius ; and, for that, 
I do appoint him ftore of provender. 
It is a creature that I teach to fight. 
To wind, to ftop, to run direflly on } 
His corporal motion governed by my fpirit« 
And, in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo % 
He muft be taught, and trained, and bid go forth : 
A barren-fpiritcd fellow \ one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 
Which, out of ufe, and ftal'd by other men. 
Begin his falhion : Do not talk of him. 
But as a property. And now, Odlavius, 
Liften great things. — Brutus and Caflius 
Are levying powers : we muft ftraight make head s 
Therefore let our alliance be combined, 
Our beft friends made, and our bed means ftretch^d oitf % 
And let us prefently go fit in council. 
How covert matters may be beft difclos'd. 
And open perils fureft anfwered. 

0£l. Let us do fo : for we are at the ftakc. 
And bay'd about with many enemies j 
And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear. 
Millions of mifchief* \ExmKtm 
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Act IT. 



SCENE II. 
Before Brutus* tent^ in the camp near Sardh. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and Sol- 
diers : Ti T I Ni u s, and Pindarus meeting tbem. 

Bru, Stand here. 

Luc. Give the word, hoi and (land. 

Bru, What now, Lucilius ? is Cailius near ? 

Luc, He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you ialutation from his matter. 

[Pindarus ^/iT/^i letter to Brutus. 

Bru, He greets me well. — Your mailer, Pindarus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers. 
Hath given me fome worthy canfe to wi(h 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I (hall be fatisfied. 

Pin, I do not doubt. 

But that my noble mafter will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. —A word, Lucilius ; 
How he receiv'd you, let me be refolv'd. 

Luc, With courtefy, and with refpe6V enough j 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference, 
As he hath us'd of old. 

Bru, Thou haft defcrib'rf 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith : 
But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand^ 
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Make gallant (how and proroife of their mettle s 
But when they (bould endure the bloody fpur. 
They £dl their crefts, and, like deceitful jadesy 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ?• 

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quartered { 
The greater part, the horfe in general. 
Are come with Caflius. [March uuitbiM, 

Bru, Hark, he is arrived : — 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter C a s s i u s ami Soldiers, 
Caf. Stand, ho! 

Bru, Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 
fTiibin. Stand. 
fTitbin. Stand. 
fTithm, Stand. 

Caf, Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you gods ! Wrong I mine enemies ? 
And, if not fo, how (hould I wrong a brother ? 

Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours hides wrongs ! 
And when you do them — 

Bru, CafTius, be content. 

Speak your griefs foftly, — I do know you well 
Before the eyes of both our armies here. 
Which (hould perceive nothing but love from ii8» 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Ca(rms, enlarge your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 

Caf, Pindarus, 
Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru, Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man 

Coroc 
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Come to our tent, till wc have done our confbfence* 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exnat* 

SCENE in. 
Within the tMt of Brutus. 
Lucius and Titinius at Jhme dtftance from it, 

Euter Brutus and Cassius. 

Caf. That you hare wrongM me, doth appear in this; 
You have condemned and noted Lucius PcUa, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letters, praying on his fide, 
Becaufe I knew the man, were flighted otF. 

Bru, 'You wrong'd yourfelf, to write in fuch a cafe. 

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence Ihould bear his comment. 

Bru. Let me tell you, CalHus, yon yourfelf 
Are much^ condemned to have an itching palm j 
To fell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undefervers. 

Caf -I an itching palm? 

You know, that you are Brutus that fpeak this, 
Or, by the gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft. 

Bru. The name of Caflius honours this corruption, 
And chaftifement doth therefore hide his head. 

Caf Chaftifement! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March remember! 
Did not great Julius bleed for juftice' fake ? 
What viibin touched his body, that did ftab. 
And not for juftice ? What, lhall one of us. 
That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world. 
But for fupporting robbers ; (hall we now 

Contaminate 
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tiinate our fingers with bafe bribes ? 
11 the mighty fpace of our large honours* 
much traih, as may be grasped thus ?— 
ather be a dog, and bay the moon* 
fuch a Roman. 

Brutus, bay not me* 
t endure it t you forget yourfelf* ' 
ige me in } I am a foldier, I, 
in pra6^ice, abler than yourfelf 
ke conditions. 

to $ you're not, Callius* 

I am. 

I iay, you are not. 

Urge me no more, I (ball forget nyfelfi 
nind upon your health, tempt me no further. 
Awayj flight man I 
Is't poffible ? 

Hear me, for I will fpeak. 
give way and room to your raih choler f 
be frighted, when a madman ftares ? 
O ye gods ! ye gods 1 Muft I endure all this f 
All this ? ay, more t Fret* till your proud heart 
break} 

3w your flaves how cholerick you are* 
kake your bondmen tremble. Mull I bttdge f 
obferve you ? Muft I ftand and crouch 
your tefty humour ? By the gods* 
lall digeft the venom of your fpleen* 
;h it do fplit you : for* from Uiis day forth* 
: you for my mirth, jrea* for my laughter* 
you are wafpiih. 

Is it come to thb f 
You fay* you are a better ibldier : 
Lppear fo j make your vauntuag tnit* 

F Ao4 



C6 



And it (hall pleatfr me wdl t For miiie dwn party 
J (hall be gfaul to team of nobk mea. 

Caf, You wrong mccfcry way, yom wrong me* Bnttut f 
I (aid, an elder ioldicrt ^ & better x 
Did I fay, better? 

£r». If yom dlA, I cure not. 

Caf. WbenCsfarliT*d,hedtirftnottktitlaTe8Xi»*dae* 

Bru. Peace, peace j yon durft not fo have tempted lum. 

Caf. I durft not ? 

Bru. No. 

Caf. What ? durft not temp^him ? 

jBrtf . For your life yon durtr not. 

Ce^. Do not prefume too much vpon ray love» 
I may do that I (hall be ibrry for. 

Bru. You hare done that you (hoold be fisrry for. 
There is no terror, Caflius, in yovr tiueata | 
For I am armM fo ftrong in honefty, 
That they paft by me, as the idle wind. 
Which I refped not. I did fend to yon 
For certain fums of gold, whxcii you dei^^d mei-^ 
For I can raife no moiiey by vile means t 
By heavcn» I bad rather coin my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peaiaots their vile traili, 
By any inditfeAion. I did (end 
To you for gold to pay my kgiona. 
Which you deny'd me t Waa that done like Caffios ? 
Should I have anTwer'd Catua Caffiua fo ? 
When Marcus BkruCiM grows ib cefctoua» 
To lock fuefa raical countm from hia iaataU, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thiuukrboks,. 
Da(h him to pie(«t ! 

Caf. Idcny'dymtnot. 

Bru. You did. 
; . . Caf 



Caf. ldidiiott--kewMbill«feol, 
That brought my anfifer back.— Bratiu hatii tit^d wcf 
hearts 

A friend Aoald bear k!s frieiid^i infirmitieiy 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they ari^ 

Bru» I do not, till you pradiie them on me* 

Citf* You lofe me not. 

Bru. I do not like your fiiults. 

C^yi A friendly eye eonld nerer fee fuch fiinlli. 

Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do appear 
As huge as high OlymfHis. 

Caf, Come, Amony, and young 0£hnrinf , coot, 
Revenge yourfeWei alone on Caflius, 
For Caffius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves \ brav*d by his brother % 
Checked like a bondman ; all his fiiults obienr*d» 
Set in a note-book, learned, and connM by rote, 
To caft into my tectli. O, I could weep 
My fplrit from mint eyes !— There is my d^ger. 
And here my naked breaft | within, a heart 
Dearer Uian Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 
If that tho^be'ft a Romany >take it forth \ 
I, that deny*d thee gold, will give my heart t 
Strike, as thou didft at Caeiar % for, I know. 
When thou didft hfite him worft, thou lov'dft turn better 
Than ever thou lov'dft Caffius. 

Bru^ Sheath your dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it ihall have ibope | 
Do what you will, £iionour fhall be Immour. 
O Caffius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the tint bears £r» s 
Who, much enforced, ihows a hafty fpark» 
And Ibught is cold ifidB. 

Caf. RadiCiffitttB^'d 

Fa T« 



To be bift mirth md knghter to hit Bratus, 
•^heo-grief,; and blood i]l-temper'd,Texeth him? . 

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was iU-temper'dy too. 

Caf. Do you confeft fo mudi ? Give me your band. 

Bru, An|l my heart too. 

Caf. OBrutut!— 

Bm. What*! the matter ? 

Caf, Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
When that raih humour, which my mother gave me, 
Milkct me fofjgctful ? 

Bru, Yes, Caflius $ and, henceforth. 

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus, 
iie'U think your mother chides, and leave you £>• 

Poet, [ovi/i&iif.] Let me go in to fee the genendt $ 
There is fome grudge between them, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. [ivithift,'] You (hall not come to them. 

Poet. [<within.'\ Nothing but death ihall ftay me. 



Enter Poet. 



Caf. How now ? What's the matter ? 

Poet, For fhame, you generals ; What do y<m mean ? 
I.ove, and be friends, as two fuch men (hould be ; 
For I have feen more years, I am fure, than ye. 

Caf. Ha, ha $ how vilely doth this cynick rhime ! 

Bra. Get you hence, iirrah ; fancy fellow, hmce. 

Caf, Bear with him, Brutus j 'tis Ms fafhion. 

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows hit lime ': 
What (hould the wars do with thefe jigging fbolt f 
Companion, hence. 

Caf, Away, away, begone;. . . [fl^if PoeT. 



: . " -i 

• I Enter LvciLit^s-W TiTiNiu«. • * : ' 

Bru. Lucilius and Titintusy bid the coipmanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

^Gaf^ Afid come yourfelves, and bring Mel&la;.'^th. yl)u 
Immediately to us. , [Exeunt Lucilius and TiTiNiusT.t 

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Caf, I did not think, you could have been fo angry. 

Bru* O CaffiuJB, I am fick of many griefs. 

Caf, Of your philoibphy you make no ule, *. 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man. bears forrow better : — Portia is dead. 

Caf. Ha! Portia? 

Bru, She is dead. 

Caf. How fcap'd I killing, when I crofs'd you ib ?— , 
O iniupportable and touching lofs !— 
Upon what ficknefs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ; 

And grief, that young 06^avius with Mark Antony 
Have made themfelves fo ftrong ; — for with her death 
That tidings came $ — With this (he fell diftra6t. 
And, her attendants abfent, fwallow'd fire. 

Caf. And died fo ? 

Bru. Even fo. 

Caf O ye immortal gods ! . 

Enter Lucius, *witb wine and tapers* 

Bru, ^peak no more of her. — Give me a bowl of 
wine :-r- 

In this I bury all unkindnefs, Cafiius. [Drinks. 
Caf My htart is thiffty for that noble pledge ; 

Fj Fill, 



rai, Ludut, till the wine o*er-fweU tiie cup ; 

I cannot drink t^omveh of Be«t«t*l9Te« [Drudkt. 

Ite-emtr Tirnitvsy M bssala. 

Bnr. Come in, Titinint u^Wt k nm o, good M e i ii l i ■* 
Noir fit we clo6 tbont this taper here. 
And call in qneiion our neoefitiei. 

C^. Portia ! art tiKm gone ? 

Brum Ho mone, i pm^ j^'^^^^'^^ 

M«fl>hi» I have here receiiped letters. 
That young Oftavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon ut with a mighty power. 
Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

Mif, Myfelf have letters of the felf-iame tenov. 

Bru. With what addition » 

Mif. That by profoription, and bills of outlawry, 
O&vius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death an hundred fenators. 

Bru. Therein our letteh do not weU agree | 
Mine (peak of ieventy lenators, that died 
By their profcriptions, Cicero being one* 

Caf. Cicero one? 

Mef. Ay, Cicero is dead. 

And by that order of profcription.-* 
Had you your letters from your wife, my kpd f 

Bru. No, Meflala. 

Mef. Nor nothing in your letters wiit of her f 
Bru, Nothing, Meflala. 

Mif. That, roethtnks, is ftnuage. 

Bru, Why a(k yon } Hear you aught of her in yours ? 
Mef. No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman^ tcU ne true. 

Mff. 
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Mif. TboiiilwaRttauabearcbe trnthlfsHt 
For certun ike b dead* and bjr Ihrange masuier. 

Bru. Why, fareweU, Pttctia^We nuft dir» MefliOt s 
With meditating that 'Statm/k die oftce> 
I have the p^tioMe to oidnfe it aow. 

Af^ ^en fo great men great lofTes flitmld esdbire. 

Ca/l I hart at modi of this in art as you. 
But yet my natnm covid sot bear it fi>. 

Bru. Wdl, to oar w<Mrik alive. What do yoo think 
Of marching to Philippi preieittiy ? 

Caf. I do not think it good. 

Bru, Your reafon ? 

Caf. This it H : 

^Tis better, that the enemy feek uf : 
So iudl he waAe his meant, weary his ibldiers, 
I>oing himfelf offence ; wbilft we, lying flill. 
Are full of reft, defence, and nimblcnefs. 

Bru, Good reafons muft, of force, give place to b^tte/. 
The people, ^twixt Philippi and this ground. 
Do ftand but in a forcM aife^lion $ 
For they have gpnidg'd us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them ihall make a fuller number up. 
Come on refre(h*d, new-added, and encouraged i 
From which advantage fliall we cut him off. 
If at Philippi we do hct him there, 
Theie people at our back. 

Caf. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You muft note befide, 
That we have try'd the utmoft of oHr friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our caufe is ripe : 
The enemy iocreaieth every day. 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
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Which* tlken at the flood, leads on to fortane | 

Omitted, all the voyage of their lifie 

!• bound in ihallows, and in miferies. 

On fuch a full fea are we now afloat ; 

And we maft take the current when it (ervet. 

Or lofe our ventures. 

Caf. Then, vnth your will, go on { 

We'll along ourfelves, and meet them at Philippi. 

fhv. The deep of night is crept upon our talk» 
And nature muft obey neceflity $ 
Which we will niggard with a little reft. 
There is no more to fay ? 

Caf, No more. Good night | 

Early to-morrow will we rife, and hence. 

Bru, Lucius, my gown. lExit Lucius.] FareweUy good 
Meflala ; — 

Good night, Titinius : — Noble, noble Cafliust 
Good night, and good repofe. 

Ca/» O my dear brother ! 

This was an ill beginning of the night t 
Never come fuch diviiion 'tween our fouls I 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Caf. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mef. Good night, lord Brutus. 
Bru. Farewell, every one« 

[Exeunt Cas. Tit. andlAtt. 

Re-enter Lucius, nmtb the gown. 

Give me the gown. Where is thy inftrument ? - 
Luc. Here in the tent. 

Bru. . What, thou fpeak'ft drowfJy ? 

Poor 
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Poor knave, I blame thee not j thou art o>r-witchVL- 1 
ball Claudius, and fome other of my men | 
I'll have them deep on cuihions in my tent. 
Lucv Ymo, and Claudius ! 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Far. Calls my lord ? 

Bru, l.pray you, iirs, lie in my tent, and deep I ' 
It may be, I (hall raife you by and by 
On bufinefs to my brother Caflius. - 

f^ar. So plcafe you, we will Hand, and watch your 
pleafure. 

Bru, I will not have it fo *. lie down, good (irs $ 
It may be, I fhall otherwife bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here^s the book I fought for fo ; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. [Servants lie down, 

Luc. I was fure, your lordfliip did not give it me* 

Bru. Bear with ine, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, * > * 

And touch thy inftrument a ftrain or two ? 
. Lue. Ay, my lord, an it pleafe you. 

Bru . It • does, my boy i 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc, It is my duty, fir. 

Bru. I fnould not urge thy duty paft thy might f 
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft. 

Luc, 1 have flept, my lord, already. 

Bru, It is well done ; and thou (halt ileep again i 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 
I will be good to thee. [Mujickt and a fmg* 

This is a fteepy tune O murderous (lumber ! 
Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee mufick ? — Gentle knave, good night \ . 

I will 
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I will iiflt4o thee ibniiidi wrong to ivaketlict* ^ 
If thou doft tioi, thov breik'ft thy inftnimeiit i 
I'll take it from theej and* food boy, good night. 
Let me iee, let me fee s — U not die leaf tumM dowa» 
Where I left reading ? Here it it» I think. [Hp J!tj dtwn. 

Enter tbi Gtc/l o/Cjesak. 

How ill thit taper bnms !— Ha ! who conies here ? 
I think, it is the weakneft of mine eyes. 
That ihapes this monftroos apparition* 
It conies vpon me :— -Art thou any thing f 
Art thou fbme god, feme angel, or feme devil. 
That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to flare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 

Gbofi. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus. 

Am. Why com'ft thou ? 

Gbofi. To tdl thee, thou (hah fee me at I^lippi. 

Bm. Well; 
Tlien I fliall fee thee again > 

Gbofi, Ay, at Philippi. 

[^GYioft *vam/b€S. 

Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then.— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniiheft : 
111 fpirit, I would hold more talk with thee.— 
Boy! Lucius! — Varro! Claudius 1 Sirs, awake! — 
Claudius ! 

Luc, The firings, my lord, are felfe. 

Bru. He thinks, he ftill is at his inftmment.— 
Lucius, awake. 

Luc, My lord ! 

Bru, Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cry*dft out? 

JLue. My lord, I do not know that I did cry* 

firu. Yes, that thou didft : Didft thov fee any thing ? 

Luc. 



Luc. Nothings my lord. 
Bru, Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah> Claudius! 
E^ellow thou ! awake. 
Far, My lord. 
CUm. My lord. 

Bru, Why did you fo cry out, firs, in your deep } 
Far. Clau, Did we, my lord ? 

Bru. Ay \ Saw you any thing } 

Far. No, my lord, I iaw nothing. 

Clau. Nor I, my loi^.- 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caifinsi 
Sid him fet on his powers betimes before, 
^nd we will follow. 

Far. Clau. ' It fliall be done, xuy lord« [EMimtt^ 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



Tie Plains of Philippi. 

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Am^. 

03* Now, Antony, our hopes are anfwered : 
You fiiid, the enemy would not come down. 
But keep the hills and upper regions ; 
It proves not fo : their battles are at hand \ 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Ahfwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant, Tut, I am in their bofoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it : they could be content 
To vifit other places ; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face. 
To fallen in our thoughts that they have courage ; 
But 'tis not ib. 

Enter a MefTenger. 

■ Mef. Prepare you, generals : 

The enemy comes on in gallant (how ; 
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out, 
And fometbing to be done immediately. 

Ant. 06laviu$, lead your battle foftly on. 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ? 

03, I do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. [March. 
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Drum, £»//r Brutus, Cassius, and their Army ^ Lv- 
CILIUS9 TiTiMUS, MessalAj and Others. 

Bru. They ftand, and would have parley. 
Caf. Stand faft, Titinius : We muft out and talk. 
O^, Mark Antony, (hall we give fign of battle ? 
Ant, No, Caefar, we will anfwer on their charge^ 
Make forth, the generals would have fome words. 
O^, Stir not until the fignal. 

Bru, Words before blows : Is it fo, countrymen ? : 

Off, Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good words are better than bad ftrokes, O^viui; 

Ant, In your bad ftrokes, Brutus, you give good words: 
Witnefs the hole you made in Caefar's heart. 
Crying, Long li^e ! hail, drfar ! 

Caf, Antony, 
The pofture of yOur blows arc yet unknown } 
* But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees. 
And leave them honeylefs. 

Ant, Not ftinglefs too. 

Bru, O, yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wifely, threat before you fting. 

Ant, Villains, you did not fo, when your vile daggers 
HackM one another in the fides of Ca;i^r : 
You fhow'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like hounds. 
And bowM like bondmen, kifling Cxfar's feet | 
^ Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur, behind. 
Struck Caefar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Caf, Flatterers ! — Now, Brutus, thank yourfelf 
This tongue had not offended fo to-day. 
If Caflius might have ruPd. 

03^ Come, come, the cauie : If arguing make us fweat;i 

The 
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The proof of it will turn to redder drops, 
look I 

I draw a fword agatnft confpirators | 

When think you that the fword goes up again ? — 

Never, till Caelar^s three and twenty wounds 

Be well avengM 5 or till another Csefar 

Have added .flaughter to the fword of traitors. 

Bru, Ca^ar, thou can ft not die by traitors* handsy 
Unlefs thou bring'ft them with thee. 

Oa. So I hope J 

I was not bom to die on Brutus' fword. 

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain. 
Young man, thou could'ft not die more honourable. 

Caf, A peeviih fchoolboy, worthlefs of fuch honour^ 
Joined with a maflcer and a reveller. 

Afit. Old Calfius ftill ! 

Off* Come, Antony ; away. — 

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have ftomachs. 

[E^cttmt Oct AVIV s 9 Antony, and their Army. 
Cdf. Why now, blow, wind ; fwcll, billow \ and fwim, 
bark! 

The ilorm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Hoi 
Lttcilius \ hark, a word with you. 

tmc. My lord . 



This is my birth-day 5 as this very day * 
Was Caflius born. Give me thy hand, Mtflkla : 
B« thou ny witneis, that, agaii^ my will. 



[Brutus /tWLucilius con'verfe aprni* 



Caf, Meffalay-* 
Mef. 
Qaf. 



What fays my general ? 



Mefikla, 
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As Pompey was, am I compeird to ict 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You koowy that I held Epicurus ftrong, 
And his opinion : now I change my nund. 
And partly credit things that do preiage. 
Coming from Sardis> on our formes cnfign / 
Two mighty eaglet fell \ and there they pcrch'dy 
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers' hands ; 
Who to Phiiippi here conibrted us : 
This morning are they fled away* and gone ; 
And, in their fteads, do lavensy crows, and kitesr 
Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on vtt 
As we were iickiy prey \ their fhadows ieem 
A canopy moft £ital, mider which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghoft. « ^ 
Mef. Believe not fo. 

Caf. I but believe it partly i 

For I am fre(h of fpirit, and rcfolv*d 
To meet all perils very conftantly* 

Bru. Even fo, Lucillus. 

Caf. Now, moft noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day ftand friendly \ that we may. 
Lovers, in peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, fince the affairs of men reft ftill uncertain. 
Let's reaibn with the worft that may befall. 
If we do lofe this battle, then is this 
The very laft time we (hall fpeak together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru, Even by the rule of that phi]o(bpby. 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himfelf j— I know not how. 
But I do find it cowardly and vile. 
For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
The time of life : — arming myfelf with patience. 

To 
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To fby the providence of fome high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caf, Then, if we lofc thij battle. 

You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the ftreets of Rome ? 

Bru* No, Caffius, no : think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ev^r Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears tqo great a mind. But this fame day 
Muft end that work, the ides of March begun j 
And whether we'ihall meet again, I know not. 
Therefojx our everlafting farewell take : — 
For ever, ai^d for ever, farewell, Cafiius ! 
If we do meet again, why wt (hall fmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Caf, For ever,^ and for ever, f:trewell, Brutus ! i 
If we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed \ 
If not, 'tis ^rue, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man might know 
The end of this day^s bufinefs, ere it come ! 
But it fufficeth, that the day will end. 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho ! away ! [Exet{ni, 

SCENE II. 

The fame. The field of battle. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and M e s s a l a * 

Bru. Ride, ride, Meffala, ride, and give thefe bills 
Unto the legions on the other fide : [Loud alarum^ 

Let them fet on at once $ for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in 06lavius' wing, 
And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Mellala i let thein all come down. (Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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t SCENE III. 

77fi fame. Another fart of tbe field. 

Alarum. Enter Cassius andTiTimvs. 

Caf. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly I 
Mylelf have to mine own tum'd enemy : 
This eniign here of mine was turning back } 
I flew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Ttt. O Caflius, Brutus gave the word too early \ 
Who^ having fome advantage on Odlavius, 
Took it too eagerly j his foldiers fell to fpoil, 
Whilil we by Antony are all enclosed. 

Enter Pindas.us. 

Fin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off $ 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord 1 
Fly therefore, noble Cafl^us, fly far off. 

Caf. This hill is far enough. — ^Look, look, Titinius j 
Are thofe my tents, where I perceive tlie Are ? 
Ttt. They are, my lord. 

Caf. Titinius, if thou lov'ft me. 

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops. 
And here again ; that I may reft aflur'd. 
Whether yond' troops are friend or enemy. 

77/. I will be here again, even with a thought. [£x//. 
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill \ 
My (ight was ever thick \ regard Titinius, 
Ad4 tell me what thou not'ft about the field.— 

\^Exit Pindarus. 
G This 
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This day I breathed firft : time is come round. 
And, where I did begin, there (hall I end $ 
My life is run his compafs.-i— Sirrah, i^hat news ? 

Pin. [abo^tJ] O ray lord ! 

Caf. What news ? 

Pin, Titinius is 
Enclofed round about with horfemen, that 
Make to him on the fpur j — yet he (purs on.— 
Now they are almoft on him ; now, Titinius !— 
Now fbme 'light : — O, he 'lights too he's ta'en 5— «id; 

hark! \pmt 
They ihout for joy. 

Caf, Come down, behold no more.— 

O, coward that I am, to live fo long, 
To fee my beft friend ta'en before my hce ! 

Baer PiNDARVS. 

Come hither, firrah : 

In Parthia did I take thee prifoner ; 

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life. 

That whatfoevcr I did bid thee do. 

Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath 

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good (word. 

That ran through Csfar's bowels, fearch this bofbm* 

Stand not to anfwer : Here, take thou the hilts \ 

And, when my face is covered, as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the fword. — Caefar, thou art reveng'^c!. 

Even with the fword that kill'd thee. [pk 

Pin. So, I am free $ yet would not fo have been, 
Duril I have done my will. O Caflius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus (hall run. 
Where never Roman (hall take note of him. [Ex\ 
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Re'Snter TnmivSf owVA Messala. 

MeJ, It is but change, Titinius $ for O^vius 
Is overthrown by noble Brutus* power* 
As CafTius' legions are by Antony« 

T//. Thefe tidings will well comfort Cailius. 

Mefm Where did you leave him ? 

Ttt. All difconfolate. 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

M£f, Is not that he, that lies upon the ground > 
He lies not like the living. O my heart ! 

Mef. Is not that he? 

Tit, No, this was he, MeiTala, 

But Caflius is no more. — O fetting fun ! 
As in thy red rays thou doft fmk to night. 
So in his red blood Caflius' day is fet $ 
The fun of Rome is fet ! Our day is gone | 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done ! 
Miilruft of my foccefs hath done this deed. 

Mef, Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed. 
O hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why doft thou fhow to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O error, foon conceived. 
Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth. 
But lull'ft the mother that engendered thee. 

7iV. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Pindarus ? 

Mef, Seek him, Titinius ; whilfl: I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrufting this report 
Into his ears : I may fay, thrufting it ^ 
For piercing fteel, and darts envenomed. 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
As tidings of this fight. 

Ttt, Hie you, Meflala> 

G 2 And 
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And I will fcek for Pindarus the while. 

[Exit MsssA 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caflius ? 
Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of viftory, 
And bid me give 't thee ? Didft thou not hear t 
ihouts ? 

Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing. 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow j 

Thy Brutus bid me give it jthee, and I 

Will do his bidding. — Brul!us, come apace. 

And fee how I regarded Caius Caflius. — 

By your leave, gods : — This is a Romanes part : 

Come, Caflius' fword, and find Titinius' heart, [1 

Alarum* Re-utter Me s s a l a, lAntb Bkvtvs, young Ca 
Strato, Volumnxus, andLvciLivs^ 

Bru. Where, where, Meflala, doth his body lie ? 

Mef, Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it, 

Bru. Titinius' face is upward. 

Cato, He is flain. 

Bru. O Julius Caefar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy fpirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords 
In our own proper entrails. lL(nualar> 

Cato, Brave Titinius ! 

Look, whe'r he have not crown'd dead Caflius ! 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe ?— « 
The laft of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 
It is impoflible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe more tear^ 
To this dead man, than you fliall fee me pay.— 
J fhall find time, Caflius, I fliall fin^ time.-r- 
Cpine, therefore^ and to ThalTo^ fend his bod^ | 
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His funerals (hall net be in our campy 

Left it di(comfort us. — Lucilius, come 5— 

And come, young Cato $ let us to the field.— 

Labeo, and Flavius, fet our battles on :— 

'Tis three o'clock j and, Romans, yet ere night 

We ihall try fortune in a fecond fight. \^Exiunt. 

SCENE IV. 
Another part of the field » 

Alarum. Entery fighting, fitldiers of both armies ; then 
Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and Others, 

Bfu, Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your heads ! 

Cato. Whit baftard doth not ? Who will go with me ? 
I will proclaim my name about the field 
I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho ! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
I am the fon of Marcus Cato, ho ! [Charges the enemy. 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1 5 
Brutus, my country's friend \ know me for Brutus. 

[Exit, charging the enemy. Cato is overpowered, 
and falls. 

Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down ? 
Why, now thou died as bravely as Titinius j 
And may 'ft be honour'd being Cato'^s fon. 

I Sold. Yield, or thou dieft. 

Luc. Only I yield to die t 

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight $ 

[Offering money. 
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 

I Sold, We muft not,— A noble prifoncr ! 

G 3 » StU. 
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2 SoU. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutni is ta'en. 
X SoU. 1 11 tell the newt.-^Here comes the general : — 

Enter Antokv. 

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta>n, my lord. 
AMt. Where is he ? 

Lmc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is (afe enough : 
I dare aiTure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him from fo great a fhame t 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himfelf. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend ; but, I afTure you, 
A prize no lefs in worth : keep this man iafe. 
Give him all kindnefs : I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on. 
And fee whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead ; 
And bring us word, unto Oftavius' tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd. . [Exeunt^ 

SCENE V. 
Anbther part of the field. 
Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Bru, Come, poor remains of friends, reft on this rock. 

CU. Statilius (how'd the torch -light j but, my lord. 
He came not back $ he is or ta'en, or Aain. 

Bru, Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word j 
It is a deed in fafhion. Hark thee, Clitus.— [<wbij^mng. 

Cli, * What, I, my lord ? No, not for all the world. 

Bru. 
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Bm. Peace tben, no words. 

cn. \ 

Bru. Hark thee^ Dardanlus ! 
Dor, 



rilntlierldUmyfelf. 
I do fuch a deed ? 



CU, Of Dardanius ! 
Dor, O, Clitus ! 

C//. What Ul requeft did Brutus make to thee ? 
Dar, To kill hhn, Clitus : Look, he meditates. 
CU, Now is that noble veflfel full of grief. 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius \ lift a word. 
FoL What fays my lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius : 

The ghoft of Caefar hath appeared to me 
Two feveral times by night : at Sardis, once \ 
And, this laft night, here in Philippi^ fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 

Fo!. Not fo, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou fee'ft the world, Volumnius, how it goes j 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 
It is more worthy, to leap in ourfelves. 
Than tarry till they pufti us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know 'ft, that we two went to fchool together f 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee, 
Hold thou my fword-hilts, whilft I run on it. 

Fol, That's not an office for a friend, my lord. 



CU. Fly, fly, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewell to you j — and you and you, VdkKa* 
nlus. — 

Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato.— Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

% I found 



[Alarum fiitL 
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I found no man, but he was true to me* 
•I (hall have gloty by this lofmg day* 
flore than 0£bviut, and Mark Antony, 
By this vile conqucft (hall attain unto. 
So, fare you well at once j for Brutus' tongue 
Hath almoft ended his life's hiilory : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rcfl:. 
That have but laboured to attain this hour. 

[Alarum, Cry witbifi j Fly, fly, fly. 
CU. Fly, my lord, fly. 

£ru. Hence 5 I will follow thee. 

[Exeunt ChiTVSf Dardanius, /z»i/ Volvmnivs* 
I pr'ythee, Strato, ftay thou by thy lord : 
Thou art a fellow of a good refpeft 5 
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in it : 
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Sira, Give me your hand firft: Fare you well, my 
lord. 

Bru, Farewell, good Strato.— Caefar, now be ftiU j 
I kiird thee not with half fo good a will. 

[He runs on his fwerdf and Set. 

Alarum, Retreat, Enter Octavius, Antony, Mes. 
SALA, LvciLius, and their army, 

OSl, What man is that ? 

Mef, My matter's man. — Strato, where is thy mailer ? 

Stra, Free from the bondage you are in, Meffala ; 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him j 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf. 
And no man elfe hath honour by his death. 

Luc, So Brutus fliould be found. — I thank thee, Brutus^ 
That thou haft prov'd Lucilius' ikying true. 

6a, 
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Oa. All that ferv'd Brutus, I cptcrtain them. 
Ffellow, wilt thou bejjow thy time with me ? 
Stra, Ay, if Mellafa will prefer me to y<)u. 
Oa. Do fo, Mellala. 

Mef. How died my matter, Strato ? 

Stra, I held the fword, and he did run on it. 

Mef, 06lavius, then take him to follow thee. 
That did the lateft fervice to my mailer. 

Ant, This was the nobleft Roman of them all : 
All the confpirators, fave only he. 
Did that they did in envy of great Csefiir j 
He, only, in a general honeft thought. 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle \ and the elements 
So mixM in him, that Nature might ftand up. 
And fay to all the world, 7^;V utjas a man t 

oa. According to his virtue let us ufe him. 
With all refpefl and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night ihall lie, 
Moft like a foldier, ordered honourably. — 
So, call the field to reft : and let's away. 
To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunf^ 
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